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CHAPTEE L 

IS HE£70£I> CBr£C2. 

rPHOUGH the almospLere of Hfifard vis cbarg€>d 
with dfictridtT, and ererr qd& dst wns ecfZLseicrnc 
of it, Mr. CxnUiSe eondnubi to Ixreaibe libe calm ftir 
of deTout abstnctioa. It hhd heen settle^i iLat be 
shonld take a brief hoBdaj after Jii5t2Zi''s retorn from 
London, and he left home earlj the next week, sur- 
prised and disappointed at his vi&'s steadj refdsal to 
accompany him* Mrs. CwaHJSt eooM not think ol 
quitting Herford idiilst a slonn vas b^Tigirig orer it, 
which mi^it sweep away her own welfare in its swift 



From the time that Jnstin had giren np the liiing, 
it had been his practice \o take his friend's duty in his 
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absence. As soon as the office ceased to be compulsory 
it became a pleasure to him. He had a sense of 
solemn enjoyment in standing up among his own 
people, and leading their prayers, like the princes of 
old, who were also the priests of their subjects. The 
villagers on their part, liked to look up occasionally to 
Master Justin in the pulpit ; though on the whole they 
were inclined to be more critical of his sermons than 
of their vicar's. " Master Cunliffe's head has got only 
one thing inside it," they were wont to say, " but 
Master Justin's got fifty. We cannot look for as much 
from him." Justin knew quite well their estimate of 
his ministrations ; but he knew also they enjoyed them 
us much as he did. He could not be jealous of his 
friend's superiority on his own ground. 

There was a great concourse of curious people the 
Sunday of Mr. Cunliflfe's absence. What brought 
Home of them there, they could not tell themselves. 
Mr. Watson had driven over from Lowborough. Leah 
Dart had walked along the cliffs from Killage ; and still 
more strange, Diana Lynn had come, and was seated 
beside Pansy in the Court pew. The crowded congre- 
gation filling every nook of the little church struck 
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Justin with an unusual sense of awe. There was 
scarcely a strange fiace among them ; but he felt as if 
it would have been an easy task to face strangers in 
the stead of these neighbours and dependants, looking 
up at him with their keen and eager gaze. Their 
thoughts had been occupied on the same topic as his 
own. They had been trying him, and sitting in judg- 
ment upon him ; though as yet their verdict was in 
suspense. It required a great eifort to steady his 
voice and read the old familiar words. 

An ever-growing gloom and heaviness of spirit op- 
pressed him. He feared that it must make itself 
heard in the tones of his voice, and visible in the ex- 
pression of his face. He struggled to get the mastery 
over himself, and he partly succeeded. But who was 
he, that he should seem thus to stand between God and 
man ? Why should his voice, rather than any other, 
be lifted up in the solemn accents of prayer ? All the 
week he had been in conflict on the battle-field of the 
world ; walking by the world's light, and reasoning by 
the world's wisdom. There was many a man there 
better fitted to lift up his unfettered hands, in quiet 

trust, to God. 
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Then there rushed through his mind the vrecoUection 
that he had once filled this place, and quitted it, to go 
up, as he thought, to one higher. He had ceased to be 
the vicar of Herford in order to become its master. 
The broad acres, with their promising outlets into 
worldly prosperity, had seemed better to him, more 
worthy of his powers, than the charge of these poor 
peasant souls. It was true he had given to them a 
better pastor than he had been himself. Yet all the 
same, his own choice had been the owning of lands, 
and the possession of influence and reputation, and the 
good things of this life. He had deluded himself with 
the fancy that he was serving God. He had in fact 
been serving Mammon. 

How he got through the service, and the sermon that 
followed it, he could not tell. All the faces below him 
blended into a confused mass, as he repeated mechan- 
ically the words that his eye fell upon. He felt glad 
when it was over to take refuge in the vestry, and sit 
there in a blank stupor. The old sexton came in, when 
the congregation had dispersed, but he bade him go, 
and leave the key in the church door. Pansy tapped at 
the window, and his eyes were lifted to her sweet face. 
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looking in upon him through the dim panes ; but he 
only shook his head at her invitation to walk up the 
cliff with her and Diana. How quickly would he cut 
the knot he could not untie, but for Diana and Pansy ! 
How joyfully would he go back to his old despised post 
of Vicar of Herford, could he but blot out these last 
few years ! 

The bells did not ring for afternoon service ; and the 
news ran from lip to lip that Master Justin was not 
well enough to do the vicar's duty again. Such a cir- 
cumstance had never occurred before, and it seemed as 
astonishing and portentous as an eclipse of the sun. 
Moreover, he was remaining alone in the vestry, with the 
door locked inside. Mr. Cunliffe was known to indulge 
in long spells of meditation and prayer inside the 
church, with the key turned to prevent intrusion. 
But Master Justin was altogether a different personage. 
There must be something amiss. 

A large number of strangers had come again for the 
afternoon prayers ; and there was a good deal of visit- 
ing of neighbours in consequence. The early tea- 
tables of the village were crowded. There was much 
guessing going on, and a fine thrill almost of terror. 
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Could it be true, as Leah Dart had said, that Master 
Dick was going to law to turn out his elder brother ? 
And did Master Justin feel somehow that he was in the 
wrong? Why could they not share and share alike? 
If they went to law they would lose all their money no 
doubt ; and what would become of Herford then ? It 
was quite clear, in any case, that something most be 
going to happen. 

The day was still warm and bright at seven o'clock, 
the hour for old Fosse's meeting. There were more 
people than usual wending their way along the rocky 
pathway on the .Lantern-hill, for they eagerly needed a 
centre for meeting, and old Fosse was sure of having 
some very clear opinions of his own. Leah Dart had 
been spending the day with her mother, who made her 
appearance with her, feeling that once a year it was in- 
cumbent upon her to pay her duty to the Almighty, by 
listening to a few good words ; and she preferred old 
Fosse's good words to Mr. CunliflFe's more regular and 
more cultivated ministrations. Mrs. Fosse locked up 
her straying poultry, and went with her husband to the 
lighthouse. The ancient chapel was as full as it had 
been in the days when the most popular preaching 
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friar had caUed his congregation together, by the tink- 
ling of the bell in the low square belfry. Jeremy 
took up his post on the threshold, as being the most 
convenient spot from which to address his hearers, and 
from which he commanded a view of the rocky path 
leading up to the lighthouse. 

It was a little after seven in the evening when Justin 
left the church, and was seen by many inquisitive eyes 
to saunter down to the beach slowly and languidly. 
He turned mechanically to the path up the Lantern- 
hill. It had been a favourite haunt of his since his 
early boyhood. The little tongue of rock stretching out 
into the water was ordinaiily quiet and deserted, and 
from the far end all view of the village was cut oflF, and 
there was nothing to be seen except cliff and sea. 
Justin had forgotten it was Sunday evening. He was 
so absorbed in the conflict still raging within him that 
he could not give a thought either to the time or place. 
fie WAS going on, like a man deaf and blind, who is 
led by some friendly hand which has grown so familiar 
that he hardly feels its clasp. It was here he had 
come the night old Herford died, and he was coming 
again, half-unconsciously, to knit up the ravelled 
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memories of the past. But as he came, below the 
lighthouse, he was startled out of his reverie by the 
sound of voices. 

Old Fosse's sunburnt face and silvery head stood out 
clearly against the grey and weather-stained stones of 
the ancient porch. There was an expression of placid 
happiness upon his face. He saw Justin at the foot of 
the steep rocky staircase, and he beckoned to him to 
come up with a gesture of welcome, though he did not 
pause in giving out the hymn that was about to be sung 
by the congregation within. Justin could distinguish 
a crowd of men and women in comparative darkness 
within the lighthouse, swaying to and fro with the 
energy in which they put their whole strength of voice 
into the singing. It was the custom still in that re- 
mote country place for two lines, or half a verse, to be 
read out aloud by the preacher, and sung by the people, 
producing a quaint alternation of full-toned singing and 
quiet speech. Fosse was reading in rapturous tones, 
as Justin mounted the steps — 

" No foot of land do I possess ; 
No dwelling in the wilderness ; 
A poor wayfaring man ! " 
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Wliilst these lines were being sung, with many an old- 
fashioned quaver, he offered half his book to Justin, as 
he had often done, when the master of Herford had 
been a boy, before he had gone to college and taken 
orders. The memory of those days brought a smile to 
his worn face, as he took his place beside old Fosse. 
The heart of the old fisherman glowed with delight. 
Master Justin was as dear to him as his own son could 
have been, and he felt no embarrassment at the idea of 
preaching before him. When Fosse was preaching, no 
thought of himself could intrude. He spoke to his 
little congregation as he would have talked to each man 
singly, if he had been sitting beside him on the rude 
bench under the lighthouse wall. Now, as Justin sat just 
within the porch, old Fosse stood on the threshold, and 
with his white head thrown back, and his every feature 
bright with inward gladness, he prepared to address 
his uneducated audience. 

There had been a slight stir and commotion amongst 
the people at sight of Justin, but it quickly subsided 
into decorous tranquillity, and the pleasant, cheery 
tones of old Fosse broke the silence. 
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CHAPTER II. 

OLD posse's sermon, 

A ND when Jesus saw that He was very sorrowful, 
^ and said, How hardly shall they that have riches 
enter into the kingdom of God ! For it is easier for a 
camel to go through a needle's eye, than for a rich man 
to enter into the kingdom of God ! " 

" Jesus was very sorrowful when he saw that ! What 
do you s'pose he saw ? The poor widow that had only 
a mite, all the livin' she had, and she put that into the 
treasury box ? Or the blind beggars, poor men ! sittin' 
by the roadside beggin' ? Or that sick woman, which 
had suflfered many things of many physicians, and spent 
all she had, and was nothin' bettered, but rather grew 
worse ? Or did he look into that bag Judas took care 
of, which was so often empty ? Or was he thinkin' of 
his own disciples, that had neither silver nor brass 
in their purses ? Perhaps, if we'd been set to guess, we 
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should have guessed any of these. Or we might have 
guessed He was thinkin' how lonesome He was, and 
how far from His Father and His Father's house. 
Jesus was very sorrowful, but it was for none of these 
things. He had just seen a rich man ! 

" Ah 1 the dear Lord was thinkin' about rich men ! 
A minute before he felt so sorrowful, one o' them had 
come to Him, very eager to learn how to win eternal 
life. He was a young man, a ruler, with plenty of 
power, and I dare say he ruled over his folks quite well 
and justly, better than most men, p'raps. There's not 
a word said against him by anybody. We know he 
wasn't too much set up by bein' a ruler ; for he comes 
runnin' to Jesus, and kneelin' down to him in the way. 
Ay ! kneelin' in the sight of all th' crowd, and on the 
dusty road, just like the poor leper that once came to 
Jesus, beseechin' Him, and kneelin' down to Him, and 
sayin' unto Him, * If Thou wilt, Thou canst make me 
clean.* No, no ; he didn't give himself airs, though 
he was a ruler, and a rich man. He knew Jesus could 
tell him how to win eternal life ; and he was not too 
grand to kneel down for such a blessin' as that. 

" Ay ! and Jesus beholdin' him, loved him. Loved 
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him ; think of that ! Jesus loves us, every one, thank 
God ! But mayhe there was somethin' very special 
ahout this young man, that made him very pleasant in 
the Lord's eyes. We all know what it is to see some 
kind sweet face, like our Miss Pansy's, God bless her ! 
and we love it all in a moment, without stoppin' to 
think why. We know Jesus loved His disciple John, 
and chose him to sit beside Him at supper, and let 
him rest his head upon His bosom. And he loved this 
young ruler. Poor rich young man ! He might have 
had the Lord Jesus Christ for bosom friend ; he might 
have lived with Him, hearkenin* every day to His 
blessed words, and lookin' upon His blessed face, and 
feelin' the clasp of His hand. But he missed it all ; 
poor fellow ! poor fellow ! 

" * What lack I yet ? ' he asked. He felt he wanted 
somethin', though he was so rich he had everythin' — 
save eternal life. That was what he lacked — eternal 
life. An awful thing to miss that is, either in this 
world or the world to come. What is eternal life? 
Why ! the Bible tells us plain. * This is eternal life, 
to know Thee, the only true God, and Jesus Christ, 
whom Thou hast sent.' The poor young man had kept 
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all the commandments, but he did not know God yet, 
nor Jesus, who had come to make God known. But 
he felt he was lackin* somethin'. * Come, know me ! * 
said Jesus. ' Take up thy cross and follow me, for that 
is the only way to eternal life. You shall live with me, 
like these poor men, my disciples ; and I will teach you 
about my Father, till you know Him and me. You 
can only know the Father through me ! ' What ! was 
there no other way for him to win eternal life ? Must 
he give up his rulership and his possessions ?— great 
possessions they were. Could he have no treasure 
except treasure in heaven ? Then the rich man went 
away, grieved, and very sorrowful. 

" I don't wonder at the Lord bein* very sorrowful too. 
Poor folks came, and could get all they wanted from 
Him. Sick folks were healed, and blind folks received 
their sight. Sad folks were comforted. Even lepers, 
and folks possessed with devils were set free. But 
when rich folks came the Lord could do nothin' for 
them. They had got all they wanted, except eternal 
life. Except eternal life, mark you ! and they were too 
rich to win that, in the only way it can be won. He 
may well be very sorrowful, when He looks at rich men. 
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*'*It'8 easier/ said Jesus, very sorrowfully, * for a 
camel to go through a needle's eye, than for a rich man 
to enter the kingdom of God.* * Well ! that's impos- 
sible ! ' say the disciples ; and they were astonished out 
of measure. They were never so astonished as at that. 
They were exceedingly amazed. Even when Jesus told 
them beforehand of the manner of His death, they were 
not so amazed and astonished out o' measure. ' Who 
can be saved if a rich man cannot ? ' they asked; * a 
rich man has every thin' his own way. He's a ruler, 
and everybody gives way to him. He's plenty of time, 
there's nothin' to hinder him from keepin' the com- 
mandments from his youth up. He can give loads o' 
money away, and nobody blames him. Who, then, can 
be saved ? ' Ah ! they never thought the kingdom o' 
heaven is as men runnin' a race ; and who can run well 
that is laden with thick clay ? If a man is passin' over 
clayey ground, and he clogs his own feet with it, how 
is he to win a race ? He was a young man, and nimble 
enough to run along the high-road to meet with Jesus, 
but his soul was heavy laden with the pleasures and 
the cares o* riches, and could not run up the shinin* 
road to God. 
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" Through a needle's eye ! Isn't that much the same 
as enterin' in at the strait gate ? The gate's just 
wide enough to let our souls in, but it can't be stretched 
to let in one rag of our possessions. If we poor folk 
love our bits of cottages, or our gardens, or o'ur boats, 
so as to make us forget God, why, we are trying to drive 
our camel through the needle's eye ; and it can't be 
done. We're what the world calls poor, almost all of 
us, but we can make Jesus very sorrowful. If we were 
out in a great storm, with darkness comin' on, and rocks, 
strange rocks ahead, and us driftin' on them, and we 
saw a quiet haven close by, only with a channel so 
narrow and so low an archway to go under that we must 
lower our masts and see that our tacklin' was all taut 
and tight, would we go on to the rocks and be lost, 
rather than run into that safe harbour ? Nay, wouldn't 
we quit nets, and boats, and all, and escape with our 
bare lives ? You would, you would. Well, then, for 
your soul's sake, get rid of all that keeps you back from 
God ; enter in at the strait gate ; go through the 
needle's eye. Peter said, ' We have forsaken all, and 
followed thee ; what shall we have, therefore ? * Ah ! 
Peter, are you goin' to make a bargain with the Lord ? 
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But the Lord was not grieved with him. The disciples 
had done their part first ; they had done what the rich 
man could not do. They had forsaken all they had 
and followed Him. They had gone through the needle's 
eye. And what did Jesus promise them? Everlasting life ! 
The only thing the poor rich young man lacked. Well 
done, disciples ! Good and faithful servants ! Ye shall 
lack nothin' ; enter ye into the joy of our Lord. 

" The kingdom of God ! There are no rich folks or 
poor folks there ; no great men or small men. * The 
rich and the poor meet together ; the Lord is the maker 
of them all.' He makes men rich or poor as he sees 
fit, knowin' what is hest for every one of us. * We 
brought nothin' into this world,' says Paul to Timothy, 
* and it is certain we can carry nothin' out.' * The love 
of money is the root of all evil,' he says again, * which 
while some have coveted after, they have erred from the 
faith, and pierced themselves through with many sor- 
rows.' Jesus might well be very sorrowful over the 
rich young man. He went away to pierce himself 
through with many sorrows. Pierce himself through 
with many sorrows ! 

** But I was wishful to say a word or two about the 
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kingdom of God. Paul was caught up into the third 
heaven, and heard unspeakable things, which it is not 
lawful for man to utter. That is the grand palace and 
throne of the kingdom ; but the kingdom of God is 
here in this life. Paul says, and he knew better than 
most men, that it's righteousness, and peace, and joy 
in the Holy Ghost. It's mostly an unspeakable thing, 
but I'll tell you all I can about it. There's righteous- 
ness. You and me, we can live in this world in a way 
to please the righteous God. I know I've my faults 
and failin's ; all of us have ; but there's many a thing 
I do that I can look up to God about, and know He is 
pleased with it. ' I do always those things that please 
Him,' says Jesus. Ah, Lord ! Thou wert His only 
begotten Son, in whom He is ever well pleased. But 
we do not always do things that please Him; only 
sometimes ; when we are most like little children 
playin' at work, and thinkin' they are pushin' father's 
boat down into the sea with their little hands, whilst 
he's puUin' with might and main, and smiles at them 
for helpin' him. God smiles down upon us when we 
think we're helpin' Him. 

" Then after righteousness comes peace ; the peace 

VOL. II. 
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that Jesus left to His disciples. He was goin' into 
glory ; and He left His peace with us, a peace passin' 
all understanding. I'll try to tell you what it is like, 
though it is unspeakable. Sometimes IVe been far 
away from land on the open sea, and there's been 
nought but blue sky above me, and the blue water all 
around me. The sky seemed like the sea, and the sea 
shone like the sky ; all calm, quietness, peace. No 
land there with its work and worry. And I've let 
myself float on it, like a babe lyin' on its mother's lap 
looking up to the blue smilin' sky above me. That's 
how my soul is with God. I am restin' upon Him in a 
great calm and peace. There's nought but God above, 
and beneath, and all about my soul. When it lifts up 
its eyes and looks around there's nought but God to be 
seen ; there's no fears, no cares, no steerin' or rowin' 
for itself. Above it there is only the smilin' face of 
God. This is peace ; what joy unspeakable and full of 
glory is I don't know yet, but my joy shall be full, and 
no man shall take it away from me. This is the 
Kingdom of God. 

" Eich men that love their riches, and poor men that 
hate their poverty cannot enter in, except through the 
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needle's eye. Wliieh of yon will pass through the 
needle's eye?" 

Old Fosse had been standing with his bee tnmed 
towards the dnsky gronp of listeners, sitting silently in 
the dimly-lighted interior, while Jnstin had remained 
in the comer of the porch, from which he conld see the 
sunlit cliffs. As the old man's voice, growing tremn- 
lons as it came near the close, altogether ceased, he 
moved quietly away, and taking an unfrequented track, 
was soon beyond the sound of the singing, which rose 
and fell at measured intervals. It was a lovely summer 
evening, and Justin sought a quiet, solitary spot on the 
cliffs, where no eye could see him, and no foot pass by. 

He wished to be alone. All day his soul had been 
dwelling in darkness ; and a new light was dawning 
upon it, solemn and mysterious as the daybreak after a 
tempestuous night. In his dread of poyerty, and his 
desire to be rich, he had fallen into temptation and 
the snare spread for him, and had erred from the 
faith. He had shut himself out of the kingdom of 
God. 

Then there came to him one of those strange and 
mysterious crises in the history of the soul, which none 
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know saye those who are called to pass throngh them. 
A deep awe oyerwhelmed him, and he hid his face even 
from the dying light of the day. The earthy hnsk of 
life was stripped oflf, and shriyelled up in the presence 
of the mighty influence that swept over him. His soul 
was wrestling for a greater blessing than he had ever 
dreamed of before. Not a word came to his lips, or 
was fashioned in his brain. He was not conscious of 
the flight of the solemn hours. The quiet sounds of 
night did not penetrate his ear, and the soft summer 
breeze touched his head without arousing him. So 
motionless was he, he might haye been dead. 

But when he raised his head and lifted up his pallid, 
awe-stricken face, there was no more irresdiution in his 
heart. Herford lay below him in the dusk of the 
summer's night, with its sleeping cottages and strip of 
silyer-sand, where the white-fringed waves were rip- 
pling quietly. Above it rose his home, with one light 
burning still in Pansy's window. The church stood 
out clearly on its little slope of rising ground. All this 
was his own no longer. He must go out into the world 
recognized no more as the prosperous landowner and 
popular magistrate. There would be conflicting and 
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false rumours about him, and for a few days he would 
be the wonder and talk of the county. Then he 
would be forgotten, and Eichard would be Herford 
of Herford. 

He had suffered the bitterest pang for his daughter's 
sake. As yet, indeed, he did not know what the conflict 
had cost him, but it was oyer. There was a great calm 
in his inmost soul, as of one whose feet feel the 
steadfast rock beneath them after long buffeting with 
the mighty wayes of the sea. He knew that he had 
only one master, and that the yoke of all other 
servitudes was broken from off his neck. The love of 
the world had been cast into the consuming fire of the 
love of God, and had been destroyed for eyer. He had 
entered into the kingdom of God. 
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CHAPTEK in. 



RESTITUTION. 



TT was more than ten years since Justin had turned 
aside into that way which had seemed good in his 
eyes, but he had held the estates against the silent 
protest of his conscience no longer than eight days. 
He had been fully persuaded, possibly because he 
wished it, that his step-brother was dead, ajid that 
Herford was fairly and justly his own. Eyen during 
these eight days the conflict had been more on behalf 
of his daughter than for himself. But now he was 
resolved to face the reality, to be true. What he could 
do to shield Pansy from suffering he would do, for 
himself he was almost ready to welcome it. 

But the path was no easy one to pursue, though the 
inward barriers were cast down. It was a solemn night 
for Justin, as he deliberated oyer his immediate action. 
Bichard must be reinstated in the house of his 
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ancestors, whilst he must turn out into the world with 
a shadow attending him which would cling to his name, 
and dim the fair reputation he had won. He was 
utterly stripped of all, even of his name, for he would 
no longer be Herford of Herford. Now that the 
question was settled he could see his position with 
great clearness : he must become an almost penniless 
man with a suspicion dogging him like his shadow. 
For how would the world understand what he had 
done ? What would those nearest to him think of it ? 
How would Diana, how would Pansy bear it ? 

He came down late in the morning and inquired for 
Richard, who was gone into the village, the servant told 
him. Bichard had not been present in the church the 
day before, in spite of Pansy's entreaties that he would 
go with her to hear her father preach. The irritation 
caused by the continual sight of his elder brother occu- 
pying the position that was his by birthright, was working 
within his shallow nature as much deep hatred as he 
was capable of feeling. He had met with Diana as she 
came out of church, and walked with her over the cliffs 
to Eillage Grange, where he stayed the rest of the day, 
and late on into the night. Leah Dart had found him 
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there on her return from her uncle Fosse's preaching, 
and as soon as Miss Di left her father and his guest, 
she relaxed her stringent rule, and indulged her patient, 
and Master Dick, with something very nearly approach- 
ing the carousals so strictly forbidden by Dr. Vye. 
She watched over Mr. Lynn's glass herself, but 
Richard was at liberty to drink as much as he 
pleased. 

The consequence of this was that Richard was feeling 
dull and in low spirits this morning. Whenever his 
spirits sank, there was a lurking imp of self-reproach 
ready to lift up its head, and torment him with vexing 
thoughts of his old father dying, without recalling the 
curses he had invoked upon him. At these seasons 
Richard felt himself accursed. He was superstitious ; 
the old stories told him in his earUest years by the 
credulous and ignorant fisherman of a former generation 
had struck deep roots in his ill-informed and untrained 
mind. He had a fixed unshaken belief in the power of 
a curse, and of the sheer impossibility of escaping from 
its malign influence. His father's malediction hung 
over him like an eternal threat, never to be repealed. 
This morning he had awoke from a hateful dream, in 
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which he had seen Tividly his father's withered face, 
and heard his broken yoice mattering cnrses against 
him. 

He was making np his mind that he mast qait Her- 
ford, where every spot recalled his father, and seek 
some stirring scene where he might stifle sach memories. 
He strayed absently through the churchyard, and into 
the church, the door of which was open. The walls of 
the old chancel were covered with marble tablets to the 
memory of past Herfords of Herford, and Lynns of 
Billage. His father's monumental stone was there, 
containing simply his name, and the dates of his birth 
and death. There was no epitaph, no panegyric on his 
virtues — " Aged 83." These were the last characters. 
All the other Herfords had records of their having been 
good fathers, good husbands, and good friends. But 
no praise had been accorded to this last old man. 
He had lived and died, that was all. Bichard stood 
gazing at it, with maudlin tears in his eyes. 

" Father," he muttered, " if you'd forgiven me, 
I'd have given you a better stone than that." 

He turned round hastily, hearing a footstep in the 
aisle. It was Justin coming up to him. There had 
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been no interview yet between the brothers without 
a feeling of chilly reserve, and almost a sense of 
animosity between them. But at this moment Eichard 
was soft-hearted. His thoughts had been dwelling 
on the past, and he could remember how proud he used 
to be of his big brother, when he was yet a young boy 
not old enough to rush into sin. How good Justin 
had been to him when he came home for his holidays ! 
He had indulged him with all the sympathetic kind- 
ness a big boy sometimes shows towards a little one. 
Richard could recollect riding aloft on his shoulders 
over the fields, and swimming out with him towards 
the white-crested waves which tossed and played with 
him safely while his brother's arm was about him. He 
could not forget how earnestly Justin had striven to 
turn him aside from his mad career of folly and disobe- 
dience, nor how he had pleaded with him never to carry 
out his threat of running away from home. The hard- 
ship of seeing Justin made the head of the family 
consisted in the fact that he was not really his own 
elder brother and heir to the estate. It would have 
been no grievance if Justin had been born a Her- 
ford. 
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These thoughts hnnied thioa^ Biefaazd's mind jtf 
Jnstin came delTberttelr np the aisle, and he held out 
his hand in sQence and grasped Josdn's hand wannlj. 
Jnstin was startled and touched to the (joick. There 
had heen no sign of sensibilitT ofi of penitenee before 
in the returned prodigal, jet here he was standing 
before his £ELther*8 monument with tears in his eyes. 
The old loye for his jonnger brother, so soon smothered 
by the DEital indulgence that had mined him, sprang 
afresh into Justin's heart. He clasped Dick's hand 
with a hearty pressure. 

** Justin," he said, after a long pause, and speaking 
in broken accents, ''it's an awful thing to have your 
own DEither's curse hanging oyer you ! It can never be 
unsaid now, you know, and it's always working against 
me. How can a fellow repent, and grow better, when 
his father's curse is on him ? I'm like Cain ; I'm 
doomed to be a vagabond on the earth as long as I 
Kve." 

Justin was grasping his hand still, and looking into 
his face with a grave and steady regard. He could 
love his prodigal brother now, and feel a keen and deep 
desire for his welfare. But Dick's words stung him. 



s 
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Was it true that he had been binding his brother's 
soul to sin during all these years ? 

" Would you haye repented if your father had 
forgiven you ? ** he asked. 

"How can I tell?'* replied Bichard, almost petu- 
lantly. '' He died cursing me ; he cut me off, his 
only son." 

'* He forgave you before he died," answered Justin ; 
" he forgave you fully, and he restored your birthright 
to you, as he thought. He gave our mother the wiD 
which disinherited you, as he believed, and bade her 
bum it." 

" By George ! " exclaimed Bichard, turning very 
pale. 

'' It was almost the last thing he said in his life," 
continued Justin, " at the last hour. Till then he 
held fast by his resentment, and nobody knew he had 
forgiven you but me. But at the last he intended to 
make you amends. There is no curse upon you. Dick, 
my poor fellow, if that has kept you back from repent- 
ance and a better life, I shall rejoice for ever in what I 
am about to do this day." 

" My old father forgave me ! " he muttered. 
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" Fully," answered Justin ; " he intended to destroy 
his last will, which disinherited you. He always meant 
to destroy it the day you came home again, and he had 
it burned, as he thought, and as I thought too, on his 
death-bed. But he had made a mistake ; he had put 
the wrong will into the wrong coyer. He gave my 
mother the will he wished kept, and kept the one he 
wished destroyed — the one that made me his heir. It 
was a fatal mistake for me." 

" More fatal for me," said Richard with a faint sneer. 
The suspicions that had been awakened by Leah Dart 
came back upon his mind with fresh force. A sudden 
low suspicion was manifest in his tone and manner 
which made Justin wince. 

" It was a mistake full of harm for us both," he 
said. '' It would haye been best for me to haye made 
the truth known at once ; but several considerations 
weighed strongly with me. I made every possible 
inquiry after you ; I advertised in every colonial paper, 
and in the chief American papers, begging of you to 
return." 

*' Ah ! I saw some," interrupted Bichard ; " but I'd 
heard the old man had cut me off with a shillinfic, and 

i 
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I did not choose to come home to eat humhle pie from 
a half-brother that had no right to the property or the 
name. By George! it's a queer story; it'll take a 
good deal of looking into, this will.** 

** If you had come home,** said Justin quietly, " as 
soon as you saw my advertisement, I should have rein- 
stated you. I took neither name nor property till I felt 
almost satisfied you were dead. You have been at 
home eight or nine days, and I am ready to relinquish 
all to you.** 

" Make me master of Herford ! ** exclaimed Kichard, 
in intense surprise. 

" I have already sent for Uncle Watson,** he con- 
tinued, " to advise us. He will satisfy you that I am 
acting in perfect fairness. There may be some little 
delay, but from this time you are the sole owner of the 
estates in my eyes. Richard, let this be the turning- 
point in your life. You are not a foolish headstrong 
lad now ; listen to reason. You will step at once into 
a good position, with a fair income, larger than any of 
your forefathers had, and suflScient for the life of a 
country gentleman, who looks after his own lands and 
manages his own aflfairs. You will have considerable 
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power and influence, for which you must one day give 
account to God. If you have been troubled by the 
thought of your father's anger and curse, how much 
more you should be afraid of God's ! I implore you, 
make this the point at which you will turn away from 
your follies and sins, and seek God's forgiveness. You 
would have fought your father's forgiveness if you had 
come home before he had died. Remember you have 
sinned against God, as well as against him." 

" I have, Justin, I have ! " sobbed Richard, overcome 
for the moment, but for the moment only, by conflicting 
feelings. It was characteristic of him that he gave no 
thought to Justin and the change in his circumstances. 
The old lurking terror of his father's curse was gone 
for ever. He had been forgiven and reinstated by the 
poor old man, whom he had deserted, and whom he 
could now aff'ord to forget. He was no longer the 
penniless, dependent brother, liable to be cut adrift at 
any time, and sent back into the cold inhospitable 
world. He was the real master and owner of Herford, 
and Justin, the supplanter, was giving up the birthright 
to him. It was his own place ; who else could have 
any claim to it ? He must get to know all the ini 
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and outs of this extraordinary story. Why had he 
been left wandering about, in poverty and loneliness, 
while there was a good estate waiting for him ? He 
should like to have a clear understanding about it. 

"Not here,*' said Justin, when he gave utterance to 
this wish. "Your uncle Watson managed all your 
father's affairs, and as soon as he comes I will go 
through it all. I wish to hide nothing, nor to keep 
anything back. I will deUver my own soul, and I pray 
God yours may be delivered also." 

"I wonder how long he will be ?'* rejoined Eichard 
impatiently. " You're a parson, Justin, and bound to 
talk good, you know; but I can't think of anything 
else, till I know all. I'm glad enough to know the 
old man forgave me," he added in a lower voice. 

" He forgave jt)u fully," Justin reiterated with the 
greater emphasis, as he saw that his father's pardon 
had taken hold of his shallow nature. 

** And I'll promise to forgive you fully," said Richard, 
once more holding out his hand to his brother ; " yes, 
I'll forgive you beforehand, though I don't clearly 
understand it all. You need not be afraid of me, 
Justin." 
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He spoke in a tone of superiority, such as Justin 
had heard often in the later years of his brother's boy- 
hood, when they had half angered and half amused 
him. He could not feel either anger or amusement at 
this moment. With a foreboding heart he looked 
earnestly into his handsome £ELce, with its yoluptuous, 
vacillating expression. Was he called upon to relin- 
quish all the goodly work of his life into grasping, 
selfish hands like these, and trust all his generous 
schemes to a self-indulgent, worthless nature like this ? 
But Justin could no longer do evil that good might 
come. He had entered into the kingdom of realities, 
where perfect integrity was essential, at whatever sacri- 
fice. He must go straight onwards, and trust all the 
results to God. 

" I'll go and meet Uncle Watson," said Richard. 

For a short time Justin remained alone in the church, 
pacing up and down the sunUt aisle. He almost 
marvelled at himself that he could have run into such 
a snare, as to give up his lowly station for the posses- 
sion of his step-father's lands. What would he not 
have given to be merely the vicar of Herford once 
again, with no aspirations after a wider sphere ! 

VOL. n. D 
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CHAPTER IV. 



A PULL CONFESSION. 



TnCHARD HERFORD hurried away to the stables, his 
stables now, and ordered the groom to saddle 
Justin's horse for him. The lad demurred, and said his 
master might want to ride himself, whereupon Richard 
struck him sharply across the shoulders, quite after 
the manner of old times. He felt himself the master 
again. 

He did not spare the horse as he galloped along the 
highway to Lowborough, for he was impatient to see 
his uncle, and pour out the whole story, so far as he 
knew it, to him. He overshot his mark in his eager- 
ness, and missed his uncle, who had taken another 
road to Herford. By the time Richard had ridden to 
Lowborough and back, all thought of his father's 
curse, and his father's forgiveness, or of his own faint 
resolutions of reformation had faded from his mind. 
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He felt no anxiety except to enter speedily upon the 
inheritance so long withheld from him. 

It was to a very unsympathetic, though not an un- 
moved, audience, that Justin made his full and candid 
narration of the circumstances attending his step- 
father's death. His mother and uncle set him down 
as a fool ; and his brother as a knave. They sat look- 
ing at one another in silence when the avowal was 
ended, which none of them seemed inclined to break. 

** This is a pretty kettle of fish," thought Mr. 
Watson; ** why could he not come first to me, and let 
us talk it over quietly ? We might have taken proper 
measures, without letting Dick know all about it. 
Now he will never rest without every inch of land, and 
every penny of money passing into his hands. I'll be 
hanged if I know how the law stands ! " 

** Well, Justin ! *' exclaimed his mother, when the 
silence grew too much for her to bear, ** I never heard 
such an extraordinary story in my life. I can take my 
oath I burned the will my poor husband gave me with 
his own hands. * Take this packt;c,' he said, * and let 
me see it bum away to a cinder,' and so he did. He 
gave the other packet to Justin, and said, * That's my 

M 
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last will ; and you can testify I'm of sound mind.' If 
you believed it was the wrong one, why did you not 
speak up at once, before the other was destroyed ? " 

" Do not you all understand ? " asked Justin. ** I did 
not know of the fatal mistake till we opened the 
one that was kept, the day after my step-father's 
death." 

"Well, well!" murmured Mr. Watson, who was 
overwhelmed by the intricacies and the importance of 
the case. He was growing a little puzzle-headed in 
his old age, and was in the habit of handing over all 
out-of-the-way matters to his younger and shrewder 
partner, Mr. Frost. He threw himself back in his 
chair, and pushed his spectacles high up on his bald 
forehead, staring at Justin with unassisted vision. 
Mrs. Herford tossed back her cap-strings, and smoothed 
her dress upon her lap, and gazed from one to the 
other of her sons. 

** I always said right was right," she said, in her 
most oracular tone, " and I must say I always thought 
poor Dick was the rightful heir to his own father. It 
is a true saying, * Murder will out.' Conscience is too 
much for us all, you see, Justin. I never suspected 
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you were carrying such a burden on your conscience ; 
and you a clergyman and a magistrate. I hope you 
won't be brought to a pubKc trial ; for that would be a 
great trouble to me, as you are my own son. I wonder 
what your poor dear father Mr. Webb, would have felt, 
if he had lived till now ! But I'm sure my dear Dick 
will not prosecute, for my sake." 

" Don't be silly, Susan," growled Mr. Watson angrily. 
"What is Justin to be prosecuted for? It was the 
old man's own blunder, not Justin's ; and Dick never 
gave a sign of being alive till nine or ten days ago. I 
can testify how Justin did his utmost to find him. 
And now he gives it all up nobly. He is not standing 
out for any terms for himself, as he might have done, 
and as I should have advised him. I suppose the law 
would give the estate to Dick, for the disherison of an 
heir must be beyond question the intent of the parent ; 
and in this case the old man plainly intended Dick to 
inherit. But remember you have not a tittle of evi- 
dence but what Justin says." 

" I am quite ready to say all I have now said in any 
court of law," remarked Justin. 

" Oh ! go to law, go to law ! " cried the old attorney. 
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" and beggar the estate to enrich the lawyers. What 
I advise is : let Dick have the inheritance of course, as 
his father meant him to have it, and let him allow you 
a younger brother's share ; £300 a year or so out of 
it'' 

" What?" exclaimed Eichard, interrupting him. 

" I say," continued his uncle doggedly, ** you ought 
to be so grateful to Justin for giving you an estate, 
that you should allow him a fair income out of it. 
Why, man alive ! nothing on earth could have shaken 
him out of it ! There was no flaw in the will ; not a 
doubt about it. We drew it up, and have the instruc- 
tions still in your father's own hand. Everybody said 
you richly deserved to be disinherited, and you would 
be a disgrace to the name of Herford ; whilst he was 
worthy of taking the name and the lands. If you 
don't give him a share, you are a mean scoundrel." 

** Then I am a mean scoundrel," replied Eichard, 
with a sneer. **I should call it mean to keep a brother 
out of his own for ten years or more. He ought to be 
thankful if I do not sue him for the income he has 
spent, of my money. Could you reckon how much 
would be coming to me if he had put it into trust ten 
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years ago ? By George, I've borne enough loss, with- 
out charging myself with any more/' 

"I wish for nothing from you," said Justin, "and I 
need hardly say it is out of my power to restore any- 
thing to you, of the spent income of the estate. If 
you had come back when you saw the advertisements 
begging of you to come, you would have entered into 
possession then, and I should have remained vicar of 
Herford." 

" There should be a law that all wandering heirs 
put in an appearance once in seven years," said Mr. 
Watson, " or forfeit their claims and rights. Of course 
Dick must have the estates ; but what is to become of 
you? You've almost fallen out of the ranks of the 
clergy, and there's fOBMill chance of preferment for 
f0O. Besides, this strange story will run through the 
country like wildfire, and nobody will understand it 
rightly. I'll be whipped if I quite understand it my- 
self. I think you might have kept quiet with a pretty 
clear conscience. If every man is to point out the 
flaw in his titles property would always be changing 
hands. I'll go home and consult Frost; he's as keen 
as a hawk. But we must make some terms, you 
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know. You cannot be turned out like a beggar on the 
world, at your age ; and with our pretty little blossom 
into the bargain. What shall you do with Pansy ?'* 

" Oh ! Pansy need not turn out," said Eichard, *' let 
her stay with her grandmother. There's plenty of room 
in the old place, and I like to see pretty girls about 
it." 

** Pansy can stay with me, of course," interposed 
Mrs. Herford, ** though she has been a little too much 
petted to be of any real use. This will be a sad blow 
to her, but it will do her good, I hope ; poor spoiled 
child ! She won't be quite so flighty and high-sphited, 
not made so much of. If she were a little more humble, 
and kept herseK more in the background, she would 
be really a nice girl, though I am her grandmamma, 
she looks much too big to be my grandchild," added 
the vain old woman, glancing at herself in the mirror, 
and lifting her shapely hands to the braids of hair upon 
her forehead. 

** Pansy will go when I go," said Justin, shortly, ** I 
can make a home for her. I am ready to transfer the 
estates to you as soon as the necessary documents are 
ready. Of course it will be burdened by a dower of 
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£500 a year to our mother, bequeathed to her in the 
later will ? " 

Mrs. Herford started from her chair in sudden alarm. 
Any insecurity as to her own income had not occurred 
to her. But now it struck her forcibly that the will 
which had been destroyed by mistake had left her ab- 
solutely dependent upon her younger son. Justin had 
paid her handsome allowance as regularly as Christmas 
and Midsummer came, and she had never offered to 
take the least share in the household expenditure. 
The tears stood in her eyes as she gazed imploringly 
at Richard whose face was impenetrable. 

" There must be no charge upon the estate," he said. 
" If my father left me everything, everything I will 
have. You can surely trust my mother to me ? This 
is a question to be settled between her and me, not 
between me and you. I Ve no intention of going to law 
in this affair. I said I'd forgive you, and I'll stick to 
my word. If you like to leave Pansy here, I'll be good 
to her, for she is an uncommonly nice young girl, and 
she'd help to keep the house alive. Not but what it 
will be alive when I'm master of it. We'll soon put 
some life into the place, I promise you." 
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" Dick, Dick, my dear dear boy,** said his mother, 
pathetically, " I should like to have my money matters 
settled now, whilst we are all talking about it. Your 
father left me £500 a year, and it*s no more than I 
ought to have. It must be made chargeable on the 
estate, as it is now. Thomas Watson, do open your 
lips and speak a word of common sense about it, if 
you can.** 

'* I don't know what to say,*' he answered. " If the 
will that was destroyed is to stand, he left you nothing, 
and if the other will is to stand he left Dick nothing. 
It's a pretty kettle of fish. I think I'd better go home 
and talk it over with Frost.*' 

" I say I'll take care of my mother," said Eichard, 
in an irritated tone. ** My father left me all or nothing, 
and all or nothing I'll have. Besides, she has been 
mrmig money erer siiioe my iaiSbsat died. If sny pro- 
vision is to be made for Justin and Pansy it is her place 
to do it. She's their mother, and a sight closer rela- 
tionship than I am to them. I've got to think it all 
over ; and all I'll promise now is, that I won't go to law 
for Justin's sake — if he'll act fairly without it. I can't 
say anything fairer than that." 
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"I only wish to do what is right," answered Justin, 
as shortly as before. It was of no use to argue with 
natures as selfish and shallow as those of his mother 
and brother. They could not understand him, that was 
impossible. The elevated mood, which had been his 
since the evening before, was descending, step by step, 
into a-more earthly one. Not that he repented of his 
decision, or wished to recall his confession ; but there 
was a blank disappointment hanging like a cloud over 
him. He scarcely knew what he had expected from his 
mother and Bichard ; but his own emotion had been so 
deep and vivid, that he could hardly bear in patience 
the silly selfishness of the one, and the haughty supe- 
riority of the other. 

He left his three kinsfolk still discussing his nan*a- 
tive ; for though Mr. Watson was puzzled and vexed, 
he could not bring himself to act on his conviction 
that it would be best to go home and talk it over with 
his partner. Justin had put the matter out of his own 
hands, and so far that was a satisfaction. But there 
was no satisfaction in thinking of his successor, and of 
the change that Herford must speedily undergo. He 
went away, heavy at heart, to seek his daughter. 
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CHAPTER V. 



TELLING PANSY. 



T)ANSY had been living in a blissful dream ever 
since she had received Robert Fortescue's letter. 
No doubt occurred to her that anything could cross or 
trouble their love for one another. Now that he had 
spoken, and spoken in words so thrilling and ardent, 
it seemed as if a fiat from heaven had gone forth, 
pronouncing that their union had been appointed there. 
She was little accustomed to think of money or 
position : but if these crossed her mind at all in con- 
nection with her love for young Fortescue, they met the 
all-sufficient response that her father was Herford of 
Herford, and Sir Robert Fortescue's friend. The only 
drawback to her perfect happiness was that she had 
not yet received her father's permission to answer his 
letter. 

Justin's mind was equally free from doubt with that 
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of Pansy. He knew perfectly well that when he 
resigned his name and position in Bichard's favoor, 
Sir Bobert Fortescue woold peremptorily forbid all 
farther intercourse between his son and Pansy. This 
had been the last consideration that had yielded to 
the stem cry of conscience. He woald have given 
worlds to spare Pansy. His share in the sacrifice 
demanded of him was nothing compared with hers. 
The deep inward peace of having entered into the 
kingdom of God was troubled by the thought that she 
must suffer for his sin. How would the child bear it ? 
For she was still a child to him, the little motherless 
girl who had never missed a mother's love through 
his exceeding tenderness. The little grain of wrong, 
like a grain of mustard-seed, had grown into a great 
tree, and the branches of it were spreading over the 
green pastures of the kingdom of heaven and casting 
dark shadows even across them. 

Pansy was pale this morning and her eyes were 
somewhat dim. She had passed an almost sleepless 
night, for she could not go to bed quietly whilst her 
father was still absent from home, and it was past 
midnight when he came in. He had not seen her as 
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she peeped through the door when he stole softly past 
to his own room, but she had noticed how wan and 
worn he looked, and how strange a light shone in his 
eyes. For the first time she thought her father's con- 
duct unaccountable. 

Why should he not rejoice when his brother came 
home again ? — a brother so many years younger than 
himself, towards whom he might act almost as a father. 
She wondered at it. Pansy had never supposed that 
the withered grumbling old man whom she dimly 
remembered was not her own grandfather, her father's 
father. Kichard had very soon been forgotten in the 
village, as far as village gossip went, when Justin 
became master, and Pansy had never heard his name 
mentioned as the rightful heir. That her father 
possessed Herford Court, in any other way than by 
inheritance as the eldest son was a fact of which she 
knew nothing. 

She was musing on her father's unaccountable 
conduct when he entered her room. The change in 
his face since they left London struck her more forcibly 
than it had yet done. It looked older and greyer, 
and the air of genial self-content was gone. Pansy 
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had been very proud of her distinguished looking 
father, and had compared all the men she had met with 
him, much to their disadvantage, excepting Kobert 
Fortescue. As he came towards her she rose to meet 
him, her face quivering with emotion, and her lips too 
tremulous for speech. 

" Pansy ! *' he said, in an agitated broken voice. 

"Father!'* she cried, pressing close to him and 
looking with wistful eyes into his face. 

" I have something to tell you, my darling,*' he 
said. 

" Is it anything about him ?** she whispered, a faint 
colour rising to her pale cheeks; "have you any bad 
news about him ? " 

"No, no," he answered, "but what I have to tell 
you concerns us all, you and young Fortescue and 
me. It is a long story I have to tell, Pansy,** he added 
sadly. 

" And I love to hear long stories,*' she said ; "you 
shall sit down in your own chair, father, and I'll sit on 
my footstool beside you, and you shall tell me youf 
long story cosily.*' 

Justin had a chair of his own in Pansy's attic, a 
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large old arm-chair, furnished with cushions worked iu 
cross-stitch by Pansy's fingers when she was a child. 
She placed him in it, and drew her own low seat 
beside him, imprisoning his hand in hers, and rubbing 
her soft cheek against it caressingly. For a minute or 
two the extreme bitterness of the trial that lay before 
him made it impossible for him to speak, and she lifted 
up her pretty girlish face in surprise. 

"Father!'* she exclaimed, "is it something very 
bad?" 

" Very bad ! " he echoed, " it will change all our 
life, yours and mine, Pansy. If I could bear the 
penalty alone it would be nothing ; but you will suffer 
for my fault." 

" Tell me all about it," she answered, fastening her 
eyes upon his face. She did not turn them away for a 
moment while he was telling his story minutely. He 
earnestly desired to make himself understood by her, 
to show her the intricate inner workings of his reason 
and judgment, and especially of his conscience. K 
she misunderstood him how could he hope to make any 
human being judge him fairly ? There was a pathetic 
patience and tenderness in his tone as little by little he 
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unfolded to her the story of the past, and the special 
crisis of the present. Pansy's blue eyes seemed to 
grow darker and deeper as she listened. 

" Who are you then, father,*' she asked, " if you are 
not my grandfather's own son, not Herford of Herford ?*' 

" I am nobody ! '* he answered. 

" And I am nobody's daughter ! " she exclaimed ; '* I 
am not even Pansy Herford." 

She dropped his hand, and left her seat beside him, 
flitting away to the oriel window, where she stood 
looking out, with her back towards him. He could 
see only her slim erect figure, and her bright head 
bent down a little. Her brain seemed in a whirl. 
Had she really heard her father say that he had no 
right to this pleasant home of theirs ? That he had 
already given it up to its legal owner ? That he had 
not even a right to the very name they bore ? If all 
this was to be swept away, her own identity must be 
swept away with it. She had never lived anywhere 
else but at Herford ; she knew no other people. At 
this moment she forgot even her love for Eobert 
Fortescue. If there was no Pansy Herford, what 
miserably deluded girl was she ? 
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" It was cruel of him ! " her heart cried in intense 
bitterness. Until this hoar she had felt a passionate 
admiration of her father; a perfect, unquestioning 
faith in him. Pansy had never yet suffered from being 
tempted ; and it is hard for a young innocent creature 
to make allowance for either folly or crime. That 
her father should have been guilty of anything 
approaching to a deviation from the strict path of 
rectitude, that there should be even the appearance of 
evil in his conduct, was unutterably intolerable to her. 
This was why he could not rejoice when his younger 
brother came home. Oh, if she could but reinstate 
her father in his grand pre-eminence over other 
men! But that could never be. He was not the 
heroic, princely, sublime personage her fancy had 
delighted to portray him. He had fallen; and the 
deadly wretchedness of disappointment was taking 
possession of her heart. 

** Am I to lose you also, Pansy ? " he asked, after a 
long silence. 

The words, and still more the tone in which he 
spoke, touched her to the quick. She was all that 
was left to him, that was clear. Since the morning he 
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had given up lands, and friends, and fame, his name 
ahnost, in obedience to the demands of his conscience. 
He had nothing belonging to him but his little daughter. 
If she stood aloof from him he would be altogether 
forlorn and deserted. Pansy uttered a low cry, and 
clasped her hands together. She understood now 
why Diana Lynn still clung to her father. Nothing 
could set aside that relationship. Whatever he might 
become, or wherever he might go, he would be her 
father. With a second low cry. Pansy flew across the 
room and flung herself into his arms. 

"Then I have my little girl still?" he said, in an 
agitated voice. 

*' Oh, yes ! yes ! " she cried, clinging to him with 
all her might ; '^ but it will make all the difierence in 
the world to us." 

"It will," he answered sadly. 

" We shall be quite poor, you and I ? " she 
said. 

" Quite poor ! " he repeated. " We must leave 
Herford." 

Leave Herford ! She had not had time to think of 
that. Leave the place that belonged to all her past 
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life ; the old familiar fields, the cliflFs, the sea. Leave 
all the people whose faces she knew and loved, and 
who had cared for her longer than she could remember. 
She could quit the house, which was no longer her 
home, which had never rightly been her home ; but 
how could she leave Herford ? Yet the sudden recollec- 
tion that for the last few days she had admitted to 
herseK the possibility of living elsewhere flashed across 
her mind. 

"Father," she said softly, " of course you will come 
and live with me when I am married ? Richmond will 
wish it, I know. He thinks there is nobody in the 
world like you. Oh, father, may I not write and ask 
him to come over, and hear all these things from you ? 
I could never make him understand all in a letter. I 
must tell him how poor we are now. But none of us 
will mind about being poor." 

For a minute or two Justin did not answer, reluctant 
as he was to dissipate his daughter's unworldly 
ignorance. It was possible, certainly, that young 
Fortescue might remain true to Pansy. Justin's own 
disposition towards women was of a chivalrous and 
romantic turn. But he knew very well that Sir Robert 
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Fortescue would set his face as a flint against the 
marriage of his son with a penniless girl. It would be 
best to prepare Pansy for the trial lying before her, 
with regard to this young and innocent love of hers. 

" My dear child," he said, after a pause that had 
seemed intolerably long to her, ** do you imagine his 
father will consent to his son being poor ? What do 
you think Sir Eobert Fortescue will say of me ? He 
will call me an impostor, and a knave, or a fool. He 
might have been my friend, possibly, if it had not been 
for this love between you and his son ; but now he 
must blacken my character to save his own." 

'* Father!" ejaculated Pansy, looking at him in 
terror. 

" My darling," he went on, ** if Eobert Fortescue is 
worthy of you he will be true to you ; and, though you 
may have long and many troubles before you, you will 
be happy at last ; all the happier for the trouble before- 
hand. You may write to him. Pansy, if you wish it. 
Only remember, love, remember, you have no mother 
to read your letter before it goes." 

" I shall remember," replied Pansy. 

Justin stooped his head to kiss her fair simple 
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young face. He would have purchased her happiness 
by a life of wretchedness for himself. But it was not 
possible to separate their lots. If any stigma rested 
upon him, it must rest also on her. His poverty was 
hers ; his exile from Herford swept her from this 
peaceful home into the wide world, where he must seek 
his fortune. " The sins of the fathers are visited upon 
the children.*' There was no evading that law. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



MBS. CUNLIFFE'S TACTICS. 



T^HEEE was unbounded excitement in Herford and 
the neighbourhood when it was kno^n that Justin 
was about to relinquish the estate to his younger 
brother, and the rightful heir. Leah Dart was satisfied 
that her discovery of the torn paper was at the bottom 
of it, and she told her story triumphantly about the 
village. His enemies, of whom he had a few, as every 
man has, asserted that he had forged old Herford*s will, 
and that, though he was a clergyman and a magistrate, 
he had ofben passed sentence upon offenders against the 
law much less guilty than himseK. 

Bichard Herford kept silent, and so did Mrs. 
Herford. Gradually it had dawned upon them that no 
power outside himself could have forced Justin into 
giving up the possessions he held. They saw that he 
had done a deed of which they felt themselves 
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incapable. Mr. Watson was continually either praising 
Justin's nobility, or blaming his want of common 
prudence in not securing terms for himself ; and by 
degrees the idea took root in their minds that on the 
whole Justin had done a great deal more than could 
have been expected of him. So they held their 
tongues, and spoke neither good nor evil. 

But there was one person in Herford whose inmost 
heart quailed when the news reached her. Mr. Cunliffe 
was not at home yet, but he was coming at the end of 
the week ; and his wife knew his first impulse and his 
fixed determination would be to resign his living in 
Justin's favour. It would never do to lose Herford 
Vicarage. Suppose dear Jenny became mistress of 
Herford Court, how sweet it would be to live close 
beside her! Mrs. Cunliffe put on her bonnet and 
hurried away to see Justin, and make sure there was 
no feebleness in him which would accept her husband's 
sacrifice. 

Justin was busy in the library surrounded by papers 
and letters, which had been the accumulation of years, 
but which must now necessarily be sorted out, and the 
greater part of them destroyed. " He looks fully his 
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age," thought Mrs. Ganliffe, with somo satiHfaction ; 
for though Justin was only four years younger than her 
husband he had always looked ton years younger, and 
she had grudged him this trivial advantage, lie mot 
her with a friendly smile as she entered the room with 
a timid aspect, and walked across the carpeted lloor as 
if it had been paved with egg-shells. For Pansy's and 
Diana's sake, Justin was favourably inclined to all their 
sex, and Mrs. Cunliflfe was the wife of his dearest friend, 
so he gave her a cordial reception. 

" My dear Mr. Herford,*' she said in her humblest 
tone, " surely, surely this terrible news cannot, cannot 
be true ! You are not going to give up Herford to your 
brother Richard, as people say?** 

" I have given it up,** he replied ; " the deed of gift 
is being prepared by our lawyer.'* 

" Oh, dear ! dear ! ** she cried, clasping her hands ; 
*^ what a terrible trial ! What a trial to us all, to you, 
and our sweet Pansy, and my poor Philip ! Philip is 
bound up in his charge ; his very heart and soul are in 
it. It would break his heart to leave his poor dear 
people, who are so attached to him. He thinks of his 
parish night and day — more than he does of me, his 
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own wife, and seven children. Seven children, 
Mr. Herford ! And there is no chance of the bishop 
doing anything for Philip. He has no influential friend, 
in the world ; and he never seeks a favour from any 
one." 

** I hardly understand you," said Justin. 

" Why ! of course if you give up Herford Court, 
Philip will feel bound to give up his vicarage to you," 
she answered ; " it will be his first act ; I know it will. 
He never minds where he goes, or what he wears, or 
eats and drinks, so that he is at his work. He hardly 
thinks of the children, except their souls. Somebody 
must think of these things ; and, oh ! Mr. Herford, 
remember there are seven of them, and you have only 
Pansy. I ought to have sent Jenny away from home 
as a governess, but your dear kind mother is so fond of 
having her here, and she is hardly nineteen yet. I 
know we ought to give up our home, and all we have 
to you, but I can't see what will become of us all." 

Her voice faltered, and she hid her face in her hand- 
kerchief. Unfortunately Mrs. Cunliflfe was not able to 
weep easily ; and, though she was in real alarm and 
terror at this moment, not a tear-drop glistened in her 
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eyes. But hiding her fiice had quite the same effect 
npoii Justiii. 

'' My dear Mrs. Cnnliffe/' he said earnestly, '' this is 
quite a mistake of yonrs. Such an idea as taking 
Philip's lining from him never crossed my mind, or any 
one else's except yours, I'm quite sure. No, be 
comforted. I'd sooner beg my bread than take his 
post from him." 

" But Philip will be all on fire to do it, I know he 
will," continued Mrs. Cunliffe ; ** I believe he'd like to 
live in a wilderness, and be fed with manna rained down 
from heaven on purpose for him. He was quite con- 
tent with one hundred and twenty pounds a-year, and 
did not care how brown and frayed his clothes were, or 
whether he had meat for dinner or not. "We've been 
80 happy and comfortable here on three hundred pounds 
a year, and so many little helps from our good 
neighbours, it made me quite wretched to think of 
going away to only a curacy again. If you would only 
give me a solemn promise that you would not let Philip 
give up the living ? " 

" How solemn a promise do you want ? " he asked 
with a half smile. " I assure you nothing on earth 
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would prevail on me to take Philip's living. Besides, 
neither my brother nor I would like it. Eichard could 
not like to see me still in the place, and he would not 
give the living to me, you may depend upon it. Send 
Philip to me as soon as he reaches home, and I will 
make him hear reason.*' 

Mrs. Cunliffe went away, greatly comforted. She 
found special consolation in the idea that Eichard would 
never appoint his brother vicar of the parish ; and if so 
her husband's living was safe, and she was secure in 
the comfortable home Justin had given to them. She 
encountered Eichard, and congratulated him with 
effusion. It might have been the dearest wish of her 
heart to see him reinstated in his right. 

** A mean little humbug ! *' said Eichard to himself, 
for he had no high opinion of women, such as Justin 
had. He did not trouble himself to be very courteous 
to her ; but she did not resent his lack of courtesy. 
She was accustomed to think of herseK as a poor vicar's 
wife, and it was perfectly easy to her to bow down to 
wealth and power, which at this moment were repre- 
sented to her by Eichard Herford, from whom she could 
quite humbly pocket any impertinence. 
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Philip Cunliflfe reached home on Saturday ()V(jiiiii^% 
and as soon as he heard the startling news ho ruHh(;d 
off to seek his friend. He was ready, he said, with an 
eager light shining in his eye, to strike his tent and go 
out again, whither he knew not, under tin? Hain(j 
guidance as that which had brouglit him to Ilerford. 
Justin reminded him of his wife and childn^n. His 
wife, he declared, was of the same mind as liimsclf, 
and his children were but children to whom every cliange 
was a pleasure, and who did not find decent povcirty a 
hardship. " Why should any Christian doom p()V(^rt,y 
a hardship ? " he asked, with a kindling fac(i. "VVas 
not the Master poor? — a carpenter, working for liis 
daily bread? And should the servant be above his 
master, the disciple above his Lord ? It was only when 
Justin urged upon him that it was absolutely impossiblo 
for himself to remain in Herford after all tliat had 
taken place, and that some other vicar, more to llichard's 
mind, would be appointed in his place, that Philip 
Cunliffe consented, with tears, to retain the quiet and 
secure home his friend had given to him. 

"We shall at least be a hundred a year poorer,*' he 
said, in a slight accent, as of triumph ; "if your brother 
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continues to grant us that extra hundred, you will 
accept it from me, Justin? You will pledge yourself to 
that?'' 

" I think I may pledge myself to that," answered 
Justin, smiling at his friend's enthusiasm and ignorance 
of human nature, of Richard's nature in particular. 
But this was hardly fair to Philip Cunliflfe, who had 
had very little opportunity of knowing Richard, and 
whose faith in his fellow-creatures was only a little less 
than his faith in God. 

Nor was Justin quite fair to his younger brother. The 
two tall stalwart men were often seen at this time, 
passing from field to field together, apparently on good 
terms, while Justin explained to the new proprietor 
what he had done in the past, and what he had meant 
to do in the future. Richard was gloomy and some- 
times surly, but he listened to Justin's plans with close 
attention, marvelling all the time that he should retain 
so much interest in them now they concerned him no 
longer. To him the fields were so many acres of 
meadow or arable land. To Justin they were, each of 
them, living and breathing portions of his life, dear to 
him as the Garden of Eden was dear to Adam. He 
could not endure to think of them neglected and over- 
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grown with thistles and weeds. The land had owned 
him rather than he had owned the land. 

" How much do you reckon the estate is worth ? " 
asked Bichard, one morning, as they stood on a high 
point, and could see a goodly portion of it stretching 
round them. 

"In hard cash it is worth £50,000," answered 
Justin ; "to me it is worth more than any money you 
could name." 

" By George ! " exclaimed Bichard, " I cannot make 
out why you gave it up ; not out of love to me, I know. 
Look here, Justin, I can't bring myself to make any 
charge on the estate for you or my mother ; I must be 
free to do what I like with my own. But I promise to 
take care of her, and if ever you are in want of tfen or 
twenty pounds, I don't mean once or twice, but as often 
as you like, you just let me know, and you shall have it. 
I'll stand by that." 

He grasped his brother's hand in a close grip, meant 
to speak more than his words, which had expressed his 
thoughts more awkwardly than he had intended. He 
was neither eloquent in speech nor refined in feeling ; 
but Justin knew, from that moment, that he possessed 
a good deal of influence over his half-brother. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



UPROOTED. 



TT was not in Justin's nature to linger at Herford, 
after having installed Richard as its proprietor. It 
was better to bear the pang of leaving his old life than 
dally with it. He had no oppressive cares for the future 
- -uncertain and untried as it was. He was still in the 
prime of life — only a year or two over forty — and from 
his active out-of-door mode of living, young for that 
age. He dwelt with some satisfaction on the creditable 
appearance he had made in London, at several of the 
spring meetings, and relied with some confidence on 
the favourable impression he had made. To London 
he resolved to go. Where else, indeed, could he seek 
his living. 

He was obliged to leave Pansy behind him, and for 
the first time in her life the child felt herself alone. It 
was yet but a few weeks since he had received the letter 
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on which her hopes were still living, though they 
were growing fainter and fainter every day. She had 
written to Eohert Fortescue a girlish letter, full of shy 
hopes and fears ; hut there had come no answer to it. 
Her father had heen in communication \^*ith Sir Robert, 
but he had not shown her any of the correspondence. 
There was a blank void feeling of disappointment and 
inexperience in her heart. She did not know what to 
think, what to believe. One thing she could not believe, 
that he would desert her. 

Poor little Pansy! Her father was not only gone 
away, but she had altogether lost the father she had 
blindly idolized and reverenced. He was more worthy 
of her love than before, but she felt he was not the 
pattern of mankind, without a flaw, that she had fondly 
thought him. Was she not even now suffering for his 
sin? Her home, too, was lost, had crumbled away 
under her feet, carrying into ruin her charmed child- 
hood. Even herself had gone down in this earthquake, 
for instead of being the queen of the little fishing vil- 
lage, heiress to one of the loveliest spots of earth, and, 
as a result of this, worthy of being the chosen wife of 
the future Sir Robert Fortescue, what was she ? The 

VOL. II. F 



66 Through a Needless Eye, 

daughter of a penniless man, whose fair fame was under 
a cloud, and who was held guilty by some of a crime 
approaching to dishonesty. 

Here was ground for amazement and for deep anguish 
of spirit. Not one grief, but many griefs, had met 
Pansy's soul on its delicate and dainty paths, and 
turned it aside on to the dark mountains. As long as 
her father was with her, she had hidden her anguish 
under a placid smile that had almost deceived him, in 
spite of his tender and vigilant love for her. He knew 
she could not but suffer ; but he had no idea how deep 
and keen her suffering was. He dared not tell her there 
was no hope for her young love, trusting it would die 
away gently for lack of nourishment. As soon as he 
could make a home for her in London she was to go to 
him. 

But as soon as Justin was gone, and his quiet vision 
could no longer detect any change in her aspect, Pansy 
began to droop. The frank blithe face, that had always 
been turned to him for sympathy grew worn and sad ; 
the springing step became slow and languid : and all 
the mournful amazement of this dire calamity spread 
itself around her. Jenny Cunliffe was too gay to have 
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much fellow-feeling for her, for her spirits were kept 
in a constant tumult of glad surprise at her mother's 
layish liberality, and by the attentions of Richard, who 
expended a good deal of his idle time upon her. For 
Pansy held herself aloof from her uncle, whose return 
had worked all this wretchedness, and he felt somewhat 
sore at her avoidance of him. So she was bereft of 
Jenny's companionship. 

Pansy shrank even from Diana Lynn. Her father 
had solemnly confided her to Diana, who had come over 
frequently to Herford Court, notwithstanding Mrs. Her- 
ford's coldness of demeanour, to see after her beloved 
charge. Next to Justin Diana loved Pansy more than 
any one else in the world; but the girl's sick heart 
turned away from her. In this hurricane all her trust 
had been destroyed, and her faith and love uprooted. 
Robert Fortescue had forsaken her, her father was not 
the demi-god she had fancied. All was lost. There 
was nothing before her to live for. 

The old dames and the mothers in the village watched 

Miss Pansy with open-eyed anxiety. They made much 

of her, and bewailed in her ears the change that had 

rendered her no longer Pansy Herford of Herford. Old 
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Fosse and his wife spent many sleepless hours thinking 
of her, and devised little schemes for giving her plea- 
sant surprises. But surprises had no longer their 
charm for Pansy. They summoned a sad faint smile 
to her pale face, which almost hroke their hearts, and 
set them consulting with one another what they could 
do. It is not much that can he done for a hruised and 
wounded spirit. 

" There's only One can comfort her," said old Fosse, 
mournfully, " Him as carried the lamhs in His bosom. 
She's like a poor lost lamb wanderin' away from the 
fold, and I must seek her. I must comfort her some 
way, if the Lord 'ud only put it into my hands to do. 
For I reckon it's Christian folks that must do the 
Lord's work for him ; the outside work, such as givin' 
one another a kind word and a helpin' hand. He'll do 
all the deep work Himself." 

" She's daunderin' along this moment to the light- 
house," said Mrs. Fosse, in a pitiful tone ; " all alone, 
she is, poor blossom ! It 'ud have been better for her 
if Master Justin had stuck to bein' only parson ! " 

That was the thought that was dwelling in Pansy's 
mind. To her utter amazement she found herself 
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envying Jenny CunlifiFe's lot — that lot which had hcoiikmI 
80 hard and poor to her only a few weeks ago. Jf only 
her father were the vicar of Hcrford ! JuHtin'H lovo for 
this qniet parish was deepened into a passion in Pansy's 
girlish heart. Everything about Ilerford was ^^lorifiod 
in her imagination. There were no cliffs, no hay, no 
landscape, no skies, equal to those that had Hirctchod 
aronnd her and above her from her infancy. To-day 
she was sitting alone on the stone beucli under tlio 
lighthouse. The tide was up to the rocks at Ikm- feet, 
and the gulls were rocking on the water, or sweeping 
to and fro in their flight upon its surface, so near that 
she could hear the fluttering of their wings. Tliere was 
an intense mournfulness upon all around her. The sea 
wore an angry and sullen aspect, as though brooding 
over some fresh outbreak, and the sky overhead was 
heavy and leaden-coloured. The cliffs, without the 
sunshine, looked sombre and more precipitous. Pansy 
gazed across the gloomy sea with still more gloomy 
eyes. She was almost glad there was a storm gather- 
ing. Storms seemed more natural than sunshine and 
soft breezes. Why should nature be joyful, when she 
was in utter wretchedness ? 
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" My dear ! " said old Fosse's voice, close beside her, 
starting her out of her mood of solitary misery, "there's 
tempest in th' air. Come along, come along wi' me, 
down to your old mother Fosse as is looking out for 
you." 

" Oh, Fosse ! " she cried, " I'm going away to-mor- 
row, and I shall never live here again. Never mind the 
storm. I want to stay here till it's quite, quite dark ; 
till the tide has gone down, and the sun has set. It is 
the last time." 

"You are going to your father. Miss Pansy?" he 
answered. The voice in which he spoke was question- 
ing, but there was a tone of reproach in it. She was 
going to her father, yet she sat there in utter wretched- 
ness. 

" Yes," she said. 

" Such a father as he is ! " continued old Fosse ten- 
derly. "When you were a little lass that couldn't 
speak a word plain, I've seen him carryin' you in his 
arms about wi' him wherever he went, like a mother. 
Many and many a time when I've met him hidin' you 
in his bosom against the cold wind or a sudden storm, 
I've said to myself, ' Ay ! that's how my heavenly 
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Father's bearin' me and carryin' me, and hidin' me 
from the tempest, though I don't know Him any better 
than that little lamb knows her father.' He's taught 
me many a lesson out of his love for you." 

" Oh, Fosse ! " exclaimed Pansy, with a deep sob of 
reviving tenderness towards her absent father. 

** He's taught me many a precious lesson," repeated 
Fosse, " out 0' church ; out 0' church I say, for he 
wasn't altogether to my mind in th' pulpit. But out 0' 
th* pulpit there never was such a man, never! His 
life's been a grand one, always stirrin', and encouragin', 
and betterin' everybody about him. It's been a rare 
grand life so far, and it wiU be grander now he's got 
into the kingdom o' heaven. He was never very far 
from it, but now he's gone through the needle's eye, 
my dear. Maybe he seems stripped of everything he 
had before, except you, Miss Pansy, and you're the 
most precious thing he has, but he's foUowin' Christ 
and he's findin' the true riches." 

"What do you know about my father?" asked 
Pansy timidly. 

"I know everythin', my dear lamb!" he said, 
touching his hat in token of respect for Justin. " He 
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came and told me all. It was a sore temptation, mj 
dear, and he's broken through the snare. He's a 
grander man to me, Master Justin is, than if he'd 
kep' on bein' parson. He wasn't cut out for a parson, 
and he was cut out for a squire. I can barely see the 
mote in my brother's eye, though it's been big enough 
to keep him in darkness. But he's in the light at last, 
the clear light. • He that loveth his brother abideth 
in the light, and there is none occasion of stumbling in 
him.' Master Justin stumbled, but he is on his feet 
again, and runnin' on his race now." 

" The world won't think so," moaned Pansy half to 
herself. She was stung by the thought of her father 
being blamed; but if she could only regain her old 
confidence in his goodness and wisdom she would not 
feel so very desolate. 

" We've nothin' to say to the world ! " answered 
Fosse cheerily, " the world is under our feet. It 'ud 
be a strange thing for the eagle to stoop to listen to a 
crowd of chatterin' sparrows findin' fault wi' his flight 
up to the sun. Never mind the world. Miss Pansy. 
Shut your eyes to the world and keep 'em open to your 
father. There's only two loves, and they are set one 
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over against the other, as far as the east is from the 
west. There's the love of the world and the love of 
the Father ! * If any man love the world, the love of 
the Father is not in him,' says John, There's no findin' 
a loop-hole through that. And Master Justin has 
passed from the one to the other, hless the Lord ! " 

Pansy felt greatly comforted. Old Fosse was looked 
upon as the oracle of the village — even Mr. CunlifiFe 
spoke of him as an authority on religious matters — 
if he praised her father rather than hlamed him, there 
could he no reason why she should refuse to restore 
him to his old place in her love. There was another 
sorrow in her heart of which old Fosse knew nothing 
and guessed nothing. No one in Herford suspected 
that hrief hlissful dream of hers from which she was 
slowly and reluctantly awaking. She hoped they would 
never know it. She looked up to old Fosse after a long 
pause with a wan smile on her face. 

" I am not so sorry to go away now," she said 
simply. ** I am going to my father, and I do not 
expect ever to know any one hetter than he is." 

** There you spoke a true word. Miss Pansy," replied 
old Fosse, " get a good grip 0' that. Master Justin's 
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a good man and a grand man. Don't you hearken 
to the world, my dear; the world's always makin' 
mistakes. It crucified the Lord of glory. There's 
many more folks hesides me as thinks Master Justin 
one o' the best o' men. Not without his faults and 
flaws, my blossom ! There never was but one man on 
earth that had no fault in him. But you be sure, 
whether your father's master of Herford or earns his 
daily bread like one of us, he's a good grand man. 
You hold fast by that. Miss Pansy. You're like the 
apple of his eye to him, and if there's the smallest 
change in you he'll feel it. Whatever comes, you keep 
faithful to your father." 

But when old Fosse was smoking his last pipe by 
his cottage fire before going off to his duty at the light- 
house, he shook his head sorrowfully as he recalled 
Pansy's sad face and the dimness of her bright 
eyes. 

" Our Miss Pansy's got a blow," he said to his wife ; 
*' she's like a wounded bird tljat can fly no more in the 
sunshine. Master Justin built his tower but he had 
not counted the cost of it. What's done can't bo 
undone, though it may be forgiven. Leaven cannot be 
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taken out 0' the bread, and evil cannot be taken out 0* 
the life. We're pardoned but we can't be let off. Miss 
Pansy must eat the bread her father leavened many 
a long year ago. Master Justin has eaten sour grapes, 
and her teeth are set on edge." 
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CHAPTEE Vni. 



WOBK IN LONDON, 



TX7HEN Justin met Pansy at the London terminus 
he was startled with a sudden and quite natural 
surprise at the loveliness of his little daughter. They 
had never been separated for a fortnight before, as they 
had been now ; and memory is but a poor substitute 
for sight. Her face had lost its girlish quiet, but it 
had gained a higher beauty by the half-unconscious 
mournfulness which looked out through her blue eyes. 
Her smile was no longer bright and ready, but it had a 
world more tenderness in it; and though her voice 
was less ringing, it was softer and lower. She was 
no longer a child with no shadow of a care upon 
her; and it brought a sharp paitL to his heart to 
perceive the change. 

The lodgings he had taken seemed intolerably dingy 
and miserable for Pansy, when he came to look at them 
through her eyes. He had surrounded her hitherto 
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with everything that was pretty and elegant — little 
dainties lying altogether outside his own life, but form- 
ing an important portion of hers ; and it struck him 
keenly how comfortless and mean this new dwelling- 
place would appear to her. But how could he alter it ? 
He was a poor man in quest of work ; no holiday task 
in these times. 

" I hope it will be only for a little while, my darling," 
he said, as Pansy's eyes wandered from one shabby 
object to another ; " very soon, as soon as possible, we 
will have a little home of our own, and you shall be 
the mistress of it." 

** Father," murmured Pansy, hiding her head on his 
breast, and lifting her hand caressingly to his anxious 
face, " father, I do not mind where — with you." 

She fully believed it, and meant it as she spoke. 
Anywhere with her father. She roused herself, and 
tried to chatter and laugh like the Pansy of old ; steal- 
ing furtive glances at his altered face. For he too was 
changed. He looked old and grave compared with the 
rich and prosperous man who had found a welcome 
entrance wherever he would. It was the close of 
the season, and the special meetings had long been 
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over, and the speeches made at them forgotten, except 
by the orators themselves. The county families, and 
the bishop with his wife and daughters, who had taken 
so much notice of Pansy, had all gone out of town, 
and were scattered abroad. Sir John Fortescue only 
was in London, being kept there by the late parliamen- 
tary proceedings ; but Justin fortunately had not come 
across him. The correspondence that had passed 
between them made each of them equally desirous 
to drop all acquaintance. 

London, therefore, was changed. To Pansy it was a 
mere labyrinth of hot and dusty streets broiling under 
the August sunshine, with not a breath of fresh air to 
cool her fevered lips. Presently she found her way to 
Kensington Gardens, where there were many green and 
leafy avenues and comers less frequented than others, 
aud where she could sit for hours undisturbed, panting 
for the breezy cliffs of Herford, and pondering over the 
lost days of the spring-time, when life had stretched 
before her as one long holiday of unbroken joy and 
gladness. Was it possible that only three months 
parted her from that blissful time ? 

But for Justin London was the hunting-ground for a 
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livelihood for Pansy and himself. He had seen his 
bishop, and given him a plain unvarnished account of 
his first fault, and of the restitution he had made ; 
and the bishop had offered him the first living that 
should fall into his gift. But he could not resolve 
to enter the Church again for a living. He had felt no 
real call. During the seven years in which he had been 
vicar of Herford, he knew he had not kept the solemn 
injunction, " See that you never cease your labour, 
your care and diligence, until you have done all that 
lieth in you, according to your bounden duty, to bring 
all such as are or shall be committed to your care, unto 
that agreement in the faith and knowledge of God, and 
to that ripeness and perfectness of age in Christ, that 
there be no place left among you either for error in reli- 
gion or for viciousness in life.** He had not done that 
at Herford. It was clear in his memory how irksome 
the duties of his pastoral office had been. Now that 
he knew more of the kingdom of God, and of eternal 
life, he marvelled at his own temerity in rushing into 
so sacred a post as the ministry. It would be impos- 
sible to him henceforth to take the charge of souls as a 
means of gaining a livelihood for himself. 
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If it had not been for Pansy, he felt that he could 
have gone out as a missionary into some half- 
civilizcd communities, or some savage land, where his 
power of management and direction and his physical 
strength could have been turned to use. He would 
have gladly joined some mission enterprise that was 
full of difficulty and danger, and flung all his energy 
into it. He made one or two inquiries in this direc- 
tion, but he did not push them, for there was Pansy to 
be considered, and Diana. What could these two do 
without him ? He must have a very distinct emphatic 
call, an unmistakable assurance that it was the will 
of God, before he could forsake these two, as the 
disciples had forsaken all to follow Christ. 

Somewhat heavy-hearted, he bethought himself, at 
last, of the editor of a religious newspaper, whose 
acquaintance he had made during the spring, when he 
had been the welcome speaker on several platforms. 
They had held some friendly converse together when- 
ever they had chanced to meet ; and he had struck 
Justin as being a shrewd, sensible, keen-witted man. 
Such a man, if he were in truth a Christian, could be of 
service to him in his present straits. For Justin's 
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funds were ebbing fast ; though he had as yet no dis- 
tinct dread of actual poverty. It was with some 
diflBculty that he penetrated to the editor's office, and 
when he reached it he was received with stiffness and 
coldness by his former acquaintance. The editor rose 
from his chair when he was announced, and did not 
sit down again, though he motioned him to a seat. 

" You do not remember me?" asked Justin, also 
standing. 

" Quite well," he answered. 

" You are, perhaps, aware of the change in my cir- 
cumstances since I saw you last ? " he resumed. 

" Perfectly," was the reply. 

"I have to begin life anew," continued Justin. 

"You are in orders," interrupted the editor, "your 
bishop was speaking kindly of you, the last time I 
saw him, at Sir Kobert Fortescue's. There would be 
no difficulty in getting a curacy, or a small living." 

'* I cannot take a charge again," he said, " unless 
as a missionary, where I should have something more 
then the routine work of an English parish. I had no 
right to be in the Church when I was there. I cannot, 
however, offer myself as a missionary at present, 
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till I see whether my daughter could rough it with me. 
I want something to do for a while that I can do here, 
till she grows accustomed to this great change/* 

** Sit down, Mr. Herford," said the editor, resuming 
his chair, *' and let us have a friendly chat together." 

In another minute Justin had entered once again 
upon a full narration of his story to this casual 
friend, whose face was half-hidden from him by the 
hand that covered his eyes. When it was ended, he 
stretched out his hand to Justin, and grasped his 
heartUy. 

** There's one post I know of you could enter into 
at once,'' he said, "but the salary is small — ^not more 
than three hundred a year. We are looking out for a 
secretary for our mission to seamen. The duties are 
stijBF. There are all the important sea-ports to visit, 
and to hold meetings at, where you would have to be 
chief speaker ; and now and then a sermon to preach 
on behalf of the mission. All the correspondence 
would fall to you and the one clerk who is always 
at the office. There would be reports to write, and 
notices &c., to newspapers, attractively put, you know. 
Of course we desire a man thoroughly in earnest.*' 
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** I would take it gladly, if you think me suitable," 
said Justin. 

" You're the very man," replied the editor, heartily, 
''almost a seamen yourself. I shall see the committee 
this very night, and they will jump at you. We could 
never have hoped to get a man like you." 

" Thank God ! " exclaimed Justin. 

" What ! for such a fall in the world ? " said the 
editor. " You were introduced to me a few weeks ago 
as one of the leading men in your county ; and now 
you are going to be the travelling secretary of a poor 
mission, yet in its infancy." 

Their eyes met with a frank comprehensive gaze, 
and both smiled as they shook hands again with a 
friendly clasp. 

" Thank God ! " they ejaculated at the same 
instant. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



HOME SICKNESS. 



TT was still the early autumn, but though the sultry 
heat of the summer was gone, the streets of Lon- 
don, with their ceaseless stir and clamour of many 
sounds, were oppressive to the sick heart of Pansy, 
pining for her native place, with its fresh sea breezes 
and tranquil silence. Solitude in the midst of a 
throng of fellow-creatures was a new thing to her, for 
in Herford every face was familiar, and every tongue 
had some news to tell to her. There was something 
inexpressibly painful to Pansy's warm and girlish 
heart in passing a continuous stream of people who 
might be so many phantoms hurrying away into some 
ghostly world of which she knew nothing, and whither 
she could not follow them. It was a relief to her 
when her father found a settled employment. He set 
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about seeking a house for Pansy at once, in the suburbs, 
for he could not think of planting his little country-bred 
daughter in the midst of streets, where neither fresh 
air nor sunshine could come to her readily. Fortunately 
they fell in with a little old-fashioned furnished cottage 
on Epping Forest, before the beauty of the autumn 
was over ; and Justin, seeing that it struck Pansy's 
fancy, immediately offered himself as tenant for it. 

It stood at a short distance from one of the main 
roads intersecting the Forest, upon an open space 
resembling a \illage green, about which were built a 
few scattered dwellings, most of them larger than the 
cottage, and one or two of them the mansions of wealthy 
people. Past the little garden in front of their new 
home swept an arenue of chestnut-trees, on which the 
polished brown nuts were just bursting through their 
prickly husks. It was this avenue that had caught 
Pansy's eye at first. Behind the house stretched the 
long low glades of pollard-trees and tangle of brush- 
wood and bracken, and wild uncultivated land, with 
shallow pools lying in the hollows, and here and there 
clumps of old oak-trees and magnificent beeches which 
form the forest. This secluded spot, within six miles 
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of London, seemed almost as free from the din of 
traffic as Herford itself. The wind blowing softly 
through the trees, and over the fields of fern and 
brambles, was cool and fresh. The sky was still as 
blue as in summer, and the leaves were only beginning 
to change their dark green for brilliant hues of yellow 
or crimson. Hollyhocks and sunflowers and some late 
roses were blooming in the cottage garden. It seemed 
a paradise to Pansy after two months of dreary soli- 
tude in the stifling streets of London. 

Pansy fought bravely against the heart-sickness and 
home-sickness that were pressing her hard, and under- 
mining her strength. She laughed as often as she 
had done in her old home, but it was no longer the 
merry impulsive laughter, which could be traced to no 
cause except that of girlish mirthfulness. The servant, 
who had been recommended to them by the wife of the 
friendly editor, never saw her smile when her father 
was away. The absence of all familiar objects 
wounded Pansy's eye. The oddness of the furniture, 
which had all the dinginess and the gaudiness of a 
house to be let for short terms, contrasted painfully 
trith the dear old household chattels at home, as she 
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still called Herford. All was strange, and to Pansy 

m 

strangeness was terrible. Very soon her father was 
necessarily occupied with his new engagements, which 
W(Bre many and various. He could bring home some 
of his work, and Pansy was never so happy as 
when he was busy among his papers, in the little 
room which was called his study. She could give 
him no help, but she could look in from time to 
time, or bring her sewing and sit opposite to him, 
watching him with wistful eyes, and ready to smile if 
he glanced up at her. What would become of him if 
anything happened to her? she sometimes thought. 
She was all that was left to him, as he was all that was 
left to her, by this wild storm that had wrecked their 
former life. 

But very little of Justin's work could be done at 
home. Usually he kissed her and bade her good-bye 
soon after eight o'clock in the morning, and she saw 
him no more till after sunset, often not till late at 
night, when he had any meeting to attend in the city. 
Oh ! the long silent creeping hours ! They were 
horrible to Pansy. She bad never been accustomed to 
the indoor pursuits of girls of her age and station. 
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She could drive, and row, and fish, and ride over the 
farm ; she could spend hours in gossiping kindly with 
the villagers over their affairs, or she could teach 
classes of red-faced children in Mr. Cunliffe's school ; 
but she could take no interest in solitary needlework, 
or painting, or music, when there was no one near to 
listen, or to look at what she was doing. She had been 
suddenly uprooted, and she could not take root again 
in this strange spot, and amid the chill and gloom of 
these strange circumstances. 

But when her father was compelled to quit her for a 
whole fortnight's journey, on a deputation from his 
missionary society, the solitude and gloom grew in- 
sufferable. It was November, and rain and fogs had 
set in. The forest glades were a swamp, and the bare 
branches of the trees were dripping with heavy rain- 
drops. The little green before the windows held pools 
of shallow water, and the stillness surrounding the 
place was profound. It was utterly unlike any 
experience Pansy had ever had. There was nothing 
she could do, but lounge in the easy-chair before the 
fire in their little drawing-room, amid the odd sur- 
roundings of her new dwelling-place, with a piece of 
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needle-work in her fingers. The London servant, re- 
sented all interference from her uninformed young 
mistress, and hardly made a pretence of consulting 
her. It was scarcely daylight in the middle of the 
day, yet the long nights seemed worse than the dull 
days to Pansy, when the lamp was lighted, but shone 
upon no happy faces, as it had always done at Herford 
Court. Everything had faded out of her life; joy, 
and sunshine, and companionship. Love was almost 
gone too, thought Pansy, for there was no one to love 
her now, except her father. Her heart cried out 
bitterly yet tenderly for Kobert Fortescue. How 
could he, could he, be so false to her. 

These lonely, laggard, brooding hours were the worst 
mischance that could have befallen Pansy. Justin, 
when he opened his little daughter's letters, did not 
suspect how hardly his absence was telling upon her. 
She kept out of them the dejection she was suffering, 
and made the most of what she had to tell. It seemed 
not unlikely to him that her attachment to young 
Fortescue was but a passing fancy, which was dying out 
naturally and easily now she had proved him so un- 
worthy of it. How gaily the child wrote of her new 
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home, and even the gloomy weather! He might 
throw himself into his work with an unburdened 
spirit, and go home when it was finished with no 
anxiety to mar his pleasure. 

Yet all the while Pansy could hardly endure her 
life. The courage and cheerfulness she assumed, when 
she was writing to her father, forsook her the instant 
the letter was ended. She knew well where her father 
would tell her to seek for comfort ; and she sought it 
in long hours of voiceless prayer, kneeling until her 
limbs were cramped, but her heart no lighter. The 
poor child wanted her days of careless happiness back 
again ; and these could never return. That which is 
crooked cannot be made straight. It could never be 
that Justin had not yielded to temptation ; that 
Robert Fortescue had not been unfaithful. These 
were no sins of Pansy's ; but at present she was 
bearing the heaviest penalty for them. Every hour 
of her sadness cried to God, though there was no 
desire for vengeance in her heart. Rather, if she had 
thought her sadness made God angry with them, she 
would have striven hard to conquer it, as she strove 
hard to conceal it from her father. 
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CHAPTEE X. 



MRS. CUNLIFFE DEFEATED. 



npHEKE were very gay doings at Herford, as Eichard 
had promised. Where his new friends came 
from nobody knew ; but they flowed from every part of 
the country, as though there had been a universal 
longing for Eichard*s reappearance. But they were 
all men of the same stamp ; and fche life they brought 
to the little fishing- village was turbulent and boisterous. 
There was a constant coming and going of scampish- 
looking horse dealers, or rollicking seamen, and 
dissipated townsfolk, who lounged about the village 
street and the beach, and were a grief of mind to all 
the sober-minded people of the place ; and especially 
to old Fosse and Mr. Cunliffe. 

Mrs. Herford, though fond of stir and change, did 
not quite approve of her younger son's choice of friends, 
who were in the habit of treating her with a rough 
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femiUarity very offensive to her. She was an old 
woman, very often in the way ; and they were not over- 
careful to conceal that this was their opinion. Richard 
himself was apt to regard her from the same point of 
view, when she insisted upon taking the head of his 
hospitable but noisy table. He hinted to her that she 
would be better in her own room ; but she could not 
brook the idea of superannuating herself at the age of 
sixty before her hair was grey. Keep to her own 
room ! Not as long as she could drag herself down 
to the rooms where she had been so long mistress ; 
though she did not feel that she was mistress now, as 
she had been in Justin's time, when every one treated 
her with perfect courtesy. 

Until this boisterous stream of life had fairly set in, 
Jenny Cunliffe had remained with Mrs. Herford ; whilst 
her mother awaited with fear and trembling the moment 
when Mr. Cunliffe should wake up to the consciousness 
that his daughter was dwelling under the roof of the 
alien. Mrs. Cunliffe was building a splendid castle in 
the air. If only the master of Herford would propose 
to Jenny before her father interfered ! She could make 
Jenny accept hinr; and in that case she felt that she 
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could stand as firm as a rock against her husband, and 
insist upon Jenny becoming the mistress of Herford. 
She watched nervously, and angled as skilfully for 
Richard as any fashionable mother could have done. 
But on the other hand Mrs. Herford was quite alive to 
the snares that were laid for her son. She did not 
care to lose Jenny, especially now Pansy was gone ; 
for, like Richard, she was pleased to see pretty light- 
hearted girls about the house. So she kept Jenny 
with her ; but she was careful to thwart all the 
mother's deep-laid schemes. 

Possibly Mrs. Cunliffe might have won the field if it 
had not been for her husband. She heard his solemn 
voice ringing through the house late one evening, after 
all the children were ^in bed, calling her into his 
study ; and she obeyed it with a quailing heart, and a 
sense of an impending crisis. He was standing at his 
open window, and across the narrow valley came the 
sound of very noisy music, and of a boisterous chorus, 
from the terrace under the windows of Herford Court. 
Mrs. Cunliffe took her place quietly at his side, and 
listened with him, as she braced herself up for a stern 
conflict. 
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" How soon is Jenny coming home ? " he asked in a 
tone that thrilled through her. 

** I can hardly say, my love," she answered meekly. 
** Poor Mrs. Herford misses Pansy so much, it would 
be cruel to take her away too soon." 

'' She must come home to-morrow/' he said. 

" To-morrow ! " she rejoined ; " why to-morrow, my 
dear? It would be impossible to take her away so 
abruptly ; and I know Mrs. Herford cannot part with 
her at present. No, no, my love ; we cannot have her 
at home again just now." 

" Louisa," he replied, " it seemed to me but now 
that I heard a voice asking me how I was sanctifying 
the lives of those pertaining to me, so as to make them 
godly examples and patterns for my people to follow ; 
and behold ! I looked up, and saw the glitter of many 
lights, and I heard the sound of wild and godless 
mirth, in the house where my child is dwelling. It may 
well be my bounden duty to snatch her away from it 
this very night ; but if not so, she must come home to- 



morrow." 



** You would make Richard Herford your deadly 
enemy," she suggested. 
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'^ I cannot put his enmity in the balance with my 
daughter's eternal welfare/* he replied. 

" But, my love," she replied, almost weeping, " there 
is his eternal welfare to be considered. We are the only 
people who have any good influence over him ; you 
must consider that. I have every hope of Sichard 
becoming a truly good man ; and he thinks so much of 
you ! He is a little gay at present, with all these old 
friends crowding about him, to welcome him into his 
property ; but his heart is not with them. He wishes 
to settle and marry ; and a good wife will save him 
from all these bad habits. You would be glad to see 
him with a good wife ? " 

" To be sure, if he will be a good husband,** answered 
Mr. Cunliffe. 

" He will be a devoted husband,** she resumed, 
growing bolder, " if he can marry the girl he loves. 
Is it not written, * the unbelieving husband is sancti- 
fied by the wife ? ' St. Paul had seen many a gay 
young man converted by a happy marriage, I*m sure. 
I have great hopes of poor Richard Herford, if he can 
only marry the girl he loves." 

" Do you know if he loves any one ? " asked her 
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husband, whose eyes were still fastened on the house 
across the valley. 

" Suppose — I am only supposing— it should be our 
Jenny ! " breathed Mrs. Cunliffe tremulously. 

" Woman ! Louisa ! " he ejaculated. /' I would 
far sooner follow Jenny to the grave. A young repro- 
bate like Richard Herford ! Give me my hat ! and 
make ready a bed for the child, for she shall sleep at 
home to-night. The thought of it never crossed my 
mind, careless father that I am ! How could you 
think of .such a calamity and not mention it to 
me?'* 

" I was only supposing," sobbed Mrs. Cunliffe ; 
" and oh ! Philip, if he were only a good man, it would 
be so nice for Jenny ! She would always be close to 
us, and you could take care of her eternal welfare. I 
shrink from sending her out as a governess, where 
nobody would care for her soul. If Richard were only 
converted ! and I had such hopes he might be ! Don't 
go to-night, Philip ; it would wound them all so. 
And how could you manage your parish if you make 
him your enemy ? Think a little of your parish, and 
the immortal souls in it. Richard could hinder you on 



Mrs. Cunliffe Defeated. 97 

every hand. It would do Jenny no harm to stay one 
night more." 

" I will fetch her first thing to-morrow morning," he 
said resolntely. 

Early the next morning, therefore, before Sichard 
had slept off the effects of the last night's revelry, 
Mr. Gonliffe was at the Conrt, insisting upon his 
daughter's immediate return home. In vain Mrs. 
Herford remonstrated, and represented her own solitary 
position, bereft at once of both Pansy and Jenny. He 
told her plainly, though sadly, that Herford Court was 
no longer a fit home for the young girl, and he marched 
away with Jenny, who was frightened into silence by 
his unusual sternness. 

" Jenny, my child," he said, as they walked through 
the little coppice which sheltered the drive to the Court, 
" Jenny, tell me frankly if you love this Bichard 
Herford." 

" Oh, no, father," she answered, her face growing 
crimson, under his searching gaze ; " what made you 
think of such a thing ? I like to be at the Court, every- 
thing is so easy and comfortable; and when Mrs. 
Herford is in a good temper it is all so pleasant ; but it 
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has not been nice at all since Pansy and her father 
went away." 

''Easy and comfortable! Pleasant and nice!" 
groaned Mr. Cunliffe. " Is that what you are living 
for, my child ? Oh ! I have been very much to blame ; 
I have been a careless father. God help me to look 
more closely after my duties ! " 

No angry fault-finding could have touched Jenny's 
heart so keenly as these words of self-reproach. The 
tears sprang to her eyes. To hear her father accuse 
himself for her shortcomings was a hundredfold worse 
than having rebukes heaped upon her head. She 
stepped closer to him, and put her hand within 
his arm. 

"Father," she said, with a little sob, "I'U try to 
choose hard things, as you do. I'll do any disagreeable 
thing you like. I'll go out as a governess, and get my 
own living at once. My mother says you'll be poorer 
now, because you'll only have the bare living. I was 
talking about it to her ; only she said I must not be so 
ungrateful to Mrs. Herford, as to leave her now Pansy 
is gone. I don't care one pin for Richard Herford," 
she added, with strong emphasis^ to assure her father. 
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and restore the usual placidity to his troubled 
face. 

" God bless you, my daughter ! ** he said, with some- 
thing of priestly dignity, "and may God keep you 
from every snare, whereby your young feet may be 
caught, and hindered from running in the way of His 
commandments. I shall have to part with you ; but 
my punishment is far less than my sin. I shall not 
have to mourn over your unhappiness. I must seek 
a distant home for you.** 

Bichard Herford muttered an oath or two when he 
found, on coming down to a late breakfast, that Jenny's 
pretty face was gone, and none but his mother's was 
left to meet him at his table. He made a call at the 
Vicarage during the day, but saw only Mrs. Cunliffe, 
who told him, with a beating heart and in her meekest 
voice, that Jenny was going away from home, as a 
governess. " She'll be a confoundedly nice governess," 
said Bichard ; but that was all. 



H 2 



icx> Through a Needles Eye, 



CHAPTER XI. 

LEAH DABT's ambition. 

T^HEBE was a yagae plan, half formed in Bichard 
Herford's mind, that he would never maiTy, and 
that upon his death the estate should revert to Justin, 
or Justin's heirs. He knew perfectly well that his step- 
brother had yielded obedience to a higher rule of right 
than any he himself felt. An uneasy love and respect 
for Justin was bom of this conviction ; and though he 
could not bring himself to make any compensation to 
him by giving up even a small portion of his hereditary 
possessions, he took pleasure in the idea of enjoying 
his life to the utmost, and of bequeathing anything 
that might be left at his death to his half-brother's 
family. 

Bichard also felt a very distinct dislike to the 
responsibilities and restraints of marriage. He had 
led a free and wandering life, and was already older in 
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many ways than Justin. It had never been his lot to 
come across any marriage that had worn a smiling 
aspect in his eyes ; and he had an unconquerable dread 
of linking his fate either with a vixen or a simpleton, 
whose claims would very much interfere with his own 
liberty and gaiety. *' A short life and a merry one," 
was his motto, delivered boastfully at the dinner-table 
to his comrades. "He had no wish," he said, "to 
live to a decrepit spent old age like his father." Old 
Bichard Herford had taken pleasure in talking to his 
boy of the free and happy life his had been before his 
marriage ; and these earliest maxims had taken deep 
root in his mind. He secretly believed that every girl 
aged into a silly or discontented old woman. Very 
diflferent charms than those of poor Jenny CunliflFe 
were needed to break down these opposing opinions. 

But of all this Mrs. CunliflFe was necessarily 
ignorant ; and she could not quite forego her hope of 
seeing Jenny the mistress of Herford. Never was 
fond mother more diflScult about a situation for a 
daughter. Nothing pleased her. Even the wife of 
the rural dean was bafi9ed, and almost oflTended; as 
much offended, indeed, as one clergyman's wife could 
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be with the wife of the Ticar of the next parish. Mr. 
Ganlifife conid not nnderstand how his efforts to remove 
Jenny to a distant home were frustrated. Mrs. Cunliffe 
remained the meekest and humblest of women ; and 
the objections she raised to every place that was open 
to Jenny were so plausible he could not gainsay them. 
He did not like Jenny staying in Herford, but he could 
not get her out of it. Even when Justin urged that 
she would come and spend the winter with Pansy, who 
sadly needed a companion^ the welcome door was 
closed in Mr. Gunliffe's face. 

** You should recollect, my dear," said Mrs. Cunliffe, 
in the severest tone she had ever used to him, ''that 
there is no elderly lady like Mrs. Herford living in the 
house; and your friend Justin Herford is quite as 
likely to marry as Bichard. He is little over forty, and 
a most attractive man. I really cannot consent to send 
Jenny there for several months." 

"Louisa," he said reproachfully, "Jenny is quite a 
child — ^not two years older than Pansy." 

" She does not think of him as an old man, I can 
tell you," she replied. "I ought to have kept her 
more at home than I did, but she was under my own 
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eye, besides Mrs. Herford being at the Court. No, my 
dear ; if you would like Justin Herford for a son-in- 
law, send her there ; I have no power to prevent it, but 
she shall never go with my sanction. You may talk to 
her yourself, if you please." 

Mr. Cunliffe felt quite miserable, and exceedingly 
perplexed. He could not fix the idea in his mind of 
his old friend becoming his son-in-law. Speaking to 
Jenny only made the matter worse, for she blushed and 
stammered, and said she would do what he chose ; the 
poor girl having been made uncomfortable about Pansy's 
father. He was forced into declining the invitation ; 
and PiLnsy was doomed to solitude for the winter. 

But Mrs. Cunliflfe was not the only person whose eye 
was upon the coveted position of mistress of Herford 
Court. Leah Dart, who saw him frequently at Sillage 
Grange, found food for her secret hopes in Eichard's 
gay carelessness and familiarity. There had been a 
close intimacy between him as a boy and Mr. Lynn, 
in spite of the diflference in their age ; and this intimacy 
was renewed on a more equal footing. Thanks to Leah 
Dart, and her supremacy, Mr. Lynn was in better 
health than he had been for several years ; and few 
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days passed in which Eichard did not visit Eillage, 
or Mr. Lynn visit Herford. The boat, in which 
Justin and Pansy had so often run along under the 
cliflf to Eillage, was still constantly sailing to and fro ; 
and the path along the edge of the cliff was as frequently 
trodden. Diana felt the change more keenly than if 
all intercourse between the houses had ceased. 

Leah had been making the most of her opportunities 
of studying the customs and manners of gentlefolks. 
She had Diana as a model ; and though she felt the 
full difficulty of her task, confidence was usually stronger 
than despair. Eichard took inexhaustible pleasure in 
Leah, and her airs and graces. She was always " good 
fun," he said to himself; and he paid her a good deal 
of attention, in which she failed to perceive the tone 
of mockery. He had not forgotten the faithfulness 
with which she watched for his return ; and he allowed 
her to believe that it was somehow due to her worthless 
scraps of paper that he had come into his inheritance. 
It was November ; the same November that was so 
foggy and full of gloom for Pansy. Here the days, 
short as they were, were warm and sunny. The sea 
was as blue and calm as though the summer was still 
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cradled on its rippling waves ; for the storms of winter 
bad not yet began to lasb tbem into rage. Tbe meadows 
bad scarcely a duller green npon tbem: and tbe 
autumn-tinted leaves were fluttering on tbe sbeltered 
trees. Tbere are no violent cbanges of tbe season 
close down on tbe edge of tbe sea, as Herford lay. 
Tbe cliffs remained tbe same ; and tbe black sbarp- 
tootbed rocks, over wbicb tbe tide rolled twice a-day, 
were no darker or keener in November tban in June. 
It was a montb of quiet calm and rest, as if tbe 
winter's sleep was stealing on silently and softly to take 
eartb and sky into its embrace. Ricbard Herford bim- 
self was not altogether insensible to tbe profound peace 
of tbis tranquil season, as be was crossing tbe cliff to 
Billage. More tban once be stood quite still, gazing 
absently across tbe sunny waters, not thinking, but 
vaguely wishing himself a better man. 

He had been standing thus for a minute or two, 
watching the progress of a three-masted ship with all 
her sails set, and tbe white canvas reflected on tbe 
water, when be was startled by tbe sound of Leah Dart's 
voice close beside him. She was standing by him, 
dressed in a close imitation of Diana's simple and 
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unornamentiBd style — a serious sacrifice of taste and 
feeling for Leah, who preferred bright colours and showy 
trimmings, but who remained faithful to her model. 
She was doing her best to attain Diana's light and erect 
carriage, and Bichard, as he turned, found her holding 
her head stiffly upright. 

" Good morning, Mr. Herford,*' she said, with an 
affected smile. 

" Good morning. Miss Dart," he answered, taking off 
his hat mockingly. 

*' Ah ! now you're makin* fun of me, Master Dick," 
she said, blushing crimson. " I know you think I can 
never make a lady of myself; but I'm a better woman 
than most of 'em. They're a pack of idle, selfish, 
good-for-nothing hussies, except Miss Di — fit for 
nothin' that I know of." 

" So they are, Leah," he assented good-humouredly. 

** I know folks that think me good enough to be a 
lady," she continued ** those that know a right good 
woman when they see one. There are folks that are 
always tellin' me I'm handsome and clever, and could 
hold up my head with the best. Do you think that's 
true. Master Dick ? " 
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"Quite true, Leah," he said; "it's truth, when 
truth is as sober as a judge. I've always been of that 
opinion myself." 

A sudden pallor spread over Leah's brown and red 
face, and her brilliant black eyes looked at him through 
tears. 

" Oh, Master Dick ! " she cried, " do you really 
think so ? I've been tryin' to make myself a lady for 
your sake. I've loved you all these years, and kept 
faithful to you, and never let any man court me, nor 
kiss me — ^no, not once. It isn't because you are the 
master of Herford. If you was only a poor workin* 
man, I'd rather wash your clothes, and cook your 
victuals, and carry your dinner to the field, than marry 
the richest man in Lowborough ; I would for certain. 
Oh ! do believe me. Master Dick. And it's me that 
helped you to get your rights, and made you what you 
are ; and I'm tryin' my very best to be a lady like Miss 
Di, that you think so much of; and I don't eat as much 
as I want, no more than she eats, and I've left off 
drinkin' beer, and I walk quiet and soft — and it*s all 
for your sake, Dick ! " 

Leah's voice faltered with her intense eagerness, and 
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the colour did not come back to her cheeks as she stood 
opposite to him, her eyes riveted to his. It was a 
moment of agony to Leah. The mocking smile 
certainly passed away from Bichard's face, but it 
changed merely into an expression of blank amazement. 
There was no answering passion in his eyes ; yet never 
had he looked so handsome to her. 

** Have you taken leave of your senses, Leah Dart?** 
he asked, after an instant's pause. The tears that had 
been standing in her eyes rolled in large drops down 
her cheeks, but they fell unheeded. She felt too 
wretched to wipe them away, or to conceal them. 
Richard Herford continued in a kinder and softer 
tone. 

^* Indeed, Leah, this is folly," he said; ** such an 
idea never entered my head. Come, come, give up 
this silly notion of being a lady ; it only makes you 
uncomfortable and ridiculous. You are a hand- 
some fine young woman, and be content with that. 
You may marry very well yet, if you don*t look too 
high." 

" I suppose you're too high ?" stammered Leah, 
half angrily and half imploringly. 
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" Much too high, my good girl," he answered, not 
unkindly. ''I'm not a marrying man, and you'll 
never see me bringing a new mistress to Herford Court. 
Women are very pretty creatures in their places, and 
I'm fond of seeing them when they are as handsome 
as you — but I've no mind to marry." 

" I've waited all these years ! " sobbed Leah. 

" Don't wait any longer," he said. " I'm awfully 
vexed you've set your mind upon me ; but it's of no 
use, Leah. There's only one woman I ever saw that 
I would man*y, and she would no more look at me 
than an angel from heaven. I'll tell you who she is, 
Leah, and then you'll know there's no chance for 
me — not if I waited a hundred years. It's Diana 
Lynn!" 

" Miss Di ! " exclaimed Leah. 

" Yes," he replied, looking down at Eillage Grange, 
which lay below them, with a disconsolate smile, " I 
might be a good man yet, if Diana would take me in 
hand. You can keep a secret, I know, and you will 
keep that for me. But you get spliced as soon 
as you can, Leah. There's no chance of having 
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** That's what I mean to do," she answered, wiping 
her eyes. ** I'd sooner wed you than the grandest of 
'em all ; hnt if you won't make me a lady, somebody 
else will. You'll hear of my weddin' yery soon, Mr. 
Herford." 

She dropped him a rustic curtsey, half defiantly, and 
tossed her head as she turned her back upon him, 
and walked away in a very dignified and lady-like 
manner — as she flattered herself. Bichard watched 
her till she was out of sight, and then he laughed 
aloud, till the rooks and sea-gulls on the clifis around 
flew out, cawing and screaming with a clamour that 
drowned his laughter. 
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SHE WOULD BE A LADY. 



T EAH was not without a definite plan in case of 
disappointment with Bichard. She loved him ; 
but if her love was lost, why should her ambition be 
ungratified too ? She hurried back to Eillage Grange, 
and entered Mr. Lynn's sitting-room with the firm 
vigorous tread natural to her. He looked up at her 
with admiration, mingled with a little fear. 

" I'm come to give you notice ; I must leave," she 
said abruptly. 

" Then what is to become of me ? " he asked, in a 
peevish tone. " Do you want me to be killed by bad 
nursing?" 

" No ; but I'm goin* to leave you," she answered. 
" There's Miss Di." 

"My daughter is not strong enough," he said. 



112 Through a Needles Eye, 



^^Cknne, LetLh, joxi know I cannot part with yon. 
What can I do to keep yon ?** 

" Well, it'a not your &alt, and it's not my fanlt,'* 
replied Leah, casting her eyes to the ground ; '' bat 
folks are beginning to talk : they say yon ought to hare 
an old woman about you." 

Mr. Lynn sat silent, and Leah stood not far from 
him crying. It was not the first time that the idea 
of securing Leah by marrying had occurred to him, and 
he was not altogether averse to it. But there was 
Diana! How would she feel if he made Leah 
mistress ? He was fond of Leah as his nurse ; but 
as a gentleman he could not help dwelling a little upon 
the disgrace and ridicule he would bring upon himself 
by marrying his servant. Yet if she left him it was 
much the same as having his death-warrant signed 
and sealed. He had learned to lean upon her more 
than he did on Diana. She would allow him to run a 
certain length in his favourite vice, while Diana tried 
to prevent him taking a single step. Leah could 
restrain him from fatal excesses, by indulging 
him a little, but Diana could not restrain him at 
all. 
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'* It would be the death of me for you to go/' he 
said. 

" Nobody can nurse you like me," she answered ; 
" but I've my name and character to look to ; it's all 
I've got. I must go." 

** Leah, would anything prevail upon you to stay 
with me ? " he asked, trembling and shivering. 

** If you'd make a lady of me," she suggested, feel- 
ing that she ventured all on this one chance. 

"It's only my daughter I'm thinking of," he 
answered querulously. "I'd marry you to-morrow 
but for her." 

" It shouldn't make no diflference to Miss Di," she 
replied, with repressed eagerness ; " I*m very fond of 
her, and there should be everything the same. If 
you'll make me a lady, I'll be true and kind to you, 
and nurse you better than ever I nursed you before ; 
but, if not, I must go. Choose for yourself." 

" You can't go, Leah," he said, " and there's an end 
of it." 

But the end of it, so far as Leah's ambition was 
concerned, did not come till she was driving from 
Lowborough to Billage as Mrs. Lynn some few 
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weeks later. It was a profound secret as yet, except 
at the quiet church where they had been married. 
She heaped warm wrappers about her old husband, 
and kept both the windows of the carriage closed, 
though she was herself gasping for the fresh air. But 
she leaned back with a languid and indifferent air, 
such as she had noticed in carriage-ladies, and looked 
out with partially closed eyelids on the narrow glen 
running down to the sea, of which she was now mistress. 
It mattered little to Leah that the hedges were broken 
into gaps and the gates falling from their hinges, 
or that there was every symptom of bad farming and 
reckless neglect. The tumbling-down old house did 
not seem mean to her. She was the lady of Billage 
Grange, and her heart was swelling with satisfied 
ambition. She laid her large strong hand, encased 
in white kid gloves, upon Mr. Lynn's thin arm, for 
Leah knew that a bride must wear white gloves, if she 
had no other bridal finery. 

'^ John," she said, and the old man started as if 
she had shot him, "I hope you will live a long 
while." 

" I will live as long as I can, my dear," he answered 
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shortly. Old times had been busy with him, and he 
had been thinking of his first marriage, with Diana's 
mother, the last Sir Kobert Fortescue's young sister, 
and the belle of the county. He was unreasonably 
irritated by Leah calling him John, though she had 
felt no Idnd of hesitation in using his Christian 
name. She was his wife, and meant to be a good 
wife, but she did not mean to be Mrs. Lynn of 
Eillage Grange, yet live in it as if she was merely 
Leah Dart. 

She was very kind to him when they reached home, 
and waited on him, and fussed about him, until he 
felt that, after all, he had not been guilty of an utter 
blunder in paying so highly for her care. When he 
had had a comfortable lunch, and was lying down 
for a nap on the sofa, she gave a last touch to his 
pillows. 

" John," she said, "I*m goin* to tell Miss Di." 
Mr. Lynn felt a twinge of grief for Diana ; but 
he was too comfortable to experience any deep regret. 
He could not see what diiBFerence his second marriage 
should make to her ; Leah would be very much the 
same as she was before, only there would be no risk of 
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losing her. At any rate he must leave them to settle 
the matter between them, and he fell into a gentle 
doze, being tired with the day's unusual exertion and 
excitement. His new wife, drawing on her white 
gloves again, went slowly and somewhat hesitatingly 
upon her errand, and entered Diana's parlour with a 
beating heart. 

" Miss Di, I have something to tell you/* she said 
respectfully, standing just within the door, for Leah 
held Diana in a kind of sacred reverence. 

" You are not going to leave us, I hope ?" answered 
Diana. She had fancied Leah was growing restless 
and discontented, and she looked at her earnestly. 
Her gaudy wedding-bonnet and her white gloves 
brought a flickering smile to Diana's grave face. 
Leah stood silent for a minute or two, twisting 
and untwisting her fingers in evident embarrass- 
ment. 

" Miss Di," she stammered at last, '* we've been 
married this mornin', but it shan't make no diiBFerence 
to you : I'll wait on you almost like a servant. I've 
never been in service, and I've always kept to myself, 
though I've been laughed at for makin' myself a lady. 
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I've never been at all in company with common folks, 
Miss Di.V' 

"Who have you married?" asked Diana, smiling. 
" I hope it is a good marriage, Leah.'* 

" It's him : your father. Squire Lynn,*' muttered 
Leah. " We were married this mornin'.** 

" My father ! *' exclaimed Diana. Her head dropped 
upon her hands, and she was silent, struck dumb with 
sudden pain and amazement. This was the end then 
of her long and patient self-sacrifice ! She could not 
help thinking of how she had refused to be Justin's 
wife, and had spent all her youth and early woman- 
hood at her post as guardian over her father ; and now 
he had set this ignorant and vulgar woman at the head 
of his house. It was all to end in Leah Dart becom- 
ing the wife of his old age. 

" Miss Di, why don't you say somethin' ? " asked 
Leah, after a long pause, rapping the table impatiently 
with her knuckles. This utter silence alarmed and 
irritated her. "Don't treat me like a baby," she 
added; "it shan't make any diiBFerence to you, I 
say." 

" It must make a difiference to me," answered Diana 
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gravely. She felt bewildered still. The suddenness 
of the announcement had stunned and shocked her. 
Yet her clear calm judgment quickly recalled her to 
the true position of aiBFairs. If what Leah had said 
was true, it would do no good to resent her father's 
conduct. *' Sit down, Leah," she added ; " you are 
my father's wife, and I cannot behave to you as his 
nurse only. Let us talk over this change quietly. I 
do not want to say a word that either you or I might 
regret. How did you and my father come to think of 
such a thing ? " 

"He was afraid of me leavin' him," said Leah, 
dropping down into the chair which Diana pointed out, 
** and I wanted to be a lady." 

" A lady! " repeated Diana, with a half smile. 

" I like to be made much of, as well as other folks," 
replied Leah, tossing her head, " and do nothing all 
day but sit in a parlour, and drive about in a carriage, 
and play music, and paint pictures. Just like you do. 
Miss Di." 

" Why, Leah ! " exclaimed Diana, " I would have 
changed places with you gladly. I wish I had had no 
duty except to earn my own living. Do you know that 
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I have never left this house for a single night for four- 
teen years ? I have never heen able to have my own 
friends to visit me here. It is years since I saw the 
face of any of my brothers and sisters, although I have 
loved them dearly. My father would not suflfer them 
to come here, and I dare not leave him, no, not for a 
night. I have been obliged to sit up late to see him 
safe in his own room, yes, safe in his own bed, before I 
dare sleep myself. I have never slept soundly and 
peacefully as you sleep. And now my long task is over 
I have scarcely a friend in the world. My brothers 
and sisters are scattered, and have no home to give 
me. 

" You won't go away, Miss Di? ** interrupted Leah. 
" I never meant to turn you out." 

"There is no use in my staying any longer," she 
said, sadly. "It may have been a useless sacrifice all 
along, but I believed it to be my duty. I found this 
cross close at my feet, in my own home, and it seemed 
to me that I must take it up, and bear it for Christ's 
sake. Now you will have to bear it, Leah." 

" Oh ! good sakes ! " cried the new wife, bursting 
into tears, " I'll do my duty as well as I can. I'm 
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goin* to be a good wife to him, though he's forty years 
older than me. But don't you go away from your home 
for me, Miss Di." 

" I have a home to go to," said Diana, with a faint 
flush on her clear pale face, and a smile stealing round 
her lips ; " you have set me free, though you have put 
yourself into bondage. You'll not be able to come and 
go as you please." 

" Oh, I shall be free enough," answered Leah. " I 
can manage John, though you can't. I'm going to 
keep him sober, trust me, now I'm Mrs. Lynn. I'm 
harder than you. Miss Di ; and it'll not fret me to death 
to hear him cursin' and swearin* and goin' into 
'rageous passions. I dare say God Almighty saw I 
was fitter for it than you; and I'll try and do my 
duty by him. Couldn't you wish me good luck, just 
once ?" 

" My poor girl, I wish you all the happiness you can 
have," replied Diana ; " but do you know how poor my 
father is ? He has barely a hundred a year, and if I 
had not given him my income he would not have had 
enough to live upon. He has mortgaged his land so 
deeply, that almost every penny goes to pay interest. 
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Do you understand, Leah ? We have less than three 
hundred a year, and two hundred of that is mine, my 
own. He can give you nothing when he dies, .not 
even the old furniture in this house. There will 
not be a farthing for you ; he has spent all he has 
already." 

Leah's face grew pale. It had never crossed her 
mind that gentlefolk could be actually poor, though she 
knew that the place was falling into ruin for want of 
necessary repairs, and that the whole household estab- 
lishment consisted of an old servant-woman and a young 
girl under her. Mr. Lynn had every comfort, and 
many luxuries : and he always spoke carelessly of 
expense, as of a thing not to be considered for a 
moment. Leah stared hard at Diana. She seemed 
to be conscious, for the first time, of how shabbily she 
was dressed, and how careful she was of all personal 
expenditure. Leah clasped her hands together, with an 
almost tragic gesture of consternation. 

" Miss Di,*' she cried, "is it true ? Couldn't he 
leave me well oflf, like a lady ? Should I have to go to 
service again if he died ? Oh, Miss Di ! it's very cruel. 
He's forty years older than me ; and I might have wed 
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myself well, over and over again, but for thinkin* of 
bein' a lady. Oh, don't go away, and take your two 
hundred pounds with you. We couldn't hardly keep a 
servant if you did, and it's a big house ; and it would 
be hard work to do all the cleanin', and cookin', and 
wait upon him into the bargain ! Oh, Miss Di ! if 
you'll only stay, I'll be just the same as if I wasn't his 
wife." 

** Nonsense, Leah," said Diana, sternly, " you are 
his wife, and that makes all the difference to me. Do 
you suppose I could ever forget it ? No ; I stood 
nearest to him, and it was my lot to bear the con- 
tinual burden of his poverty, and sickness, and vice; 
but you have taken my place — my task is mostly 
over." 

Yet Diana spoke sadly. She had always believed that 
in spite of all his failings, her father loved her, and 
leaned upon her as much from affection as from weak- 
ness. It was a shock, and a bitter disappointment to 
her, to discover that he had sunk low enough to prac- 
tise so much cunning and concealment as to contract a 
secret marriage with his servant. It was a release to 
her, but it had not the softening influence accompany- 
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ing it that would have come with her father's death. 
Her freedom had a chilly sense of disgrace and chagrin 
clinging to it. 

"Go away now, please/* she said, after a pause, to 
her father's second wife. Leah had been collecting 
herself while Diana was silent, and considered it would 
be best to put a good face on the matter, even if it 
should prove a great blunder. Her little world must 
not see that she had made a grievous mistake in climb- 
ing to the height of her ambition. If marrying a 
gentleman could make her a lady, then she was one 
assuredly ; and who had ever heard tell of a Mrs. Lynn 
of Eillage Grange going out to service ? Such a thing 
could not be, it must be impossible ! Still, she felt 
herself at sea, in unknown currents. She dropped a 
deeper curtsey than usual to Miss Di before quitting 
the room. 

"If you please, Miss Di,'* she said, humbly, " I mean 
to make him a good wife anyhow. I've took him for better, 
for worse, for richer, for poorer ; and I'll stand to it. I 
know Uncle Fosse '11 say it's the Lord's doings ; for I 
am fitter to manage him than you ever was. Miss Di." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 
"is it good news? 



I» 



A FEW evenings later Justin was walking slowly 
along the frosty road leading homewards from the 
nearest station, under the starry darkness of a wintry 
sky. He had been intensely happy all day in his office, 
for the one thing denied to him in his days of prosperity 
was now falling into his hand. He had missed Diana's 
companionship sorely. Until this complete separation 
he had not known how entirely dependent he was upon 
her sympathy and appreciation. Pansy was scarcely a 
companion to him, she felt no interest in his thoughts or 
work, and his work was growing more and more congenial 
to him, as it brought him into contact with many minds. 
With Diana, and with this constant stir of intellectual 
life, so diflFerent from the stagnation at Herford, he 
should feel that he had gained, instead of losing, by 
the surrender of Richard's birthright. 

But as he loitered along the road he could not close 
his heart to some intrusive dread as to how Pansy 
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would receive Diana as her mother. He had always 
been told that she was a spoiled child, and that he 
spoiled her, and he was not quite sure that this was not 
true. He felt a chivalrous devotion to his daughter. 
She had been the first object on whom he had been 
able to lavish the passionate tenderness of his heart, 
for his first marriage had been a mistake of his boy- 
hood. Pansy, his little motherless child, with her utter 
dependence upon him, and her pretty baby ways, had 
struck a chord that had never ceased to vibrate. If she 
was not happy, he could not be. 

He had been very anxious about her of late. The 
first cold of the winter had nipped her, as it had nipped 
the blossoms in the garden. Justin felt through every 
fibre of his being, that Pansy was sick both in body 
and mind, though she made vain attempts to be the 
shadow of the merry, light-hearted girl she had been a 
year ago. He had called in a doctor, who had told 
him she was suflFering from nostalgia, which he 
could remember as attacking himself, in all its 
subtle force, whenever he was absent, as a boy, from 
Herford. But Pansy would not listen for a moment to 
any mention of going back to Herford Court. She 
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laugbed at the idea of home-sickness, and assured her 
fother he was troubling himself for nothing. But 
nevertheless Justin was troubled. 

What could he do if she steadily set her face against 
Diana ? He could hardly breathe as he thought of it. 
It would be dooming his delicate little Pansy to death 
to force her into any conflict like this. If it should 
proTO a fresh grief to her, after all the storm of trouble 
that had been beating against her, what must he do ? 
Diana could no longer live at home, and he could not 
give her up. She must come to him now at last. If 
Pansy had been about to marry Eobert Fortescue, how 
timely this last event of Mr. Lynn's marriage would 
have been. That cruel blow was the true secret of 
Pansy's illness. 

It was near the close of the year, a December night, 
frosty and clear, with the stars glittering, and the hoar- 
frost pencilling out every leaf on the bushes and bram- 
bles, and every blade of grass on the forest. He paced 
to and fro under the bare chestnut-trees, looking up to 
the lighted windows of the little room where she was 
waiting for him, and wondering what kept him away so 
late. At length, weary of his own wavering, he rang 
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the bell and rushed quickly upstairs, so quickly that 
Pansy was not quite prepared for him. She was lean- 
ing back languidly in her easy-chair, with her eyes 
closed, but as he entered she sprang up with a welcome 
of forced gaiety. He took her chair, and drew her on 
to his knee, as if she was still a little child. 

" I have some news for you, my darling," he 
said. 

** Good news ? " murmured Pansy, her colour going 
and coming, and her heart beating fast under his arm. 
She had only one idea of good news. Had he seen 
Eobert ? Was it all going to be right again ? She 
believed that if he and her father could only see one 
another, all must come right. 

"I hope so; nay, I am sure it is good news," he 
answered. *' You are not going to be left alone much 
longer. I have found a companion for you." 

"Is Jenny coming ? " asked Pansy with a dreary 
sigh. 

"No, not Jenny; Diana," he said, afraid to look 
into his daughter's face. 

" Diana! " she repeated, clasping her hands — "oh, 
father ! I am so glad. She will help me to be good. 
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I've not been very good lately, I know. Did you 
really say Diana ? " 

"Yes, my darling," he said, delightedly. "Diana, 
our Diana ! Do you love her ? *' 

" Oh, yes ! '* she answered with fervour, " I love 
her next to you, only a very, very long way below you, 
father. Almost next to you," she said, her pale face 
growing red again as she remembered her love to 
Robert. " How soon will she come ? " she asked after 
a while, with her hands on his shoulders and her 
shining eyes looking eagerly into his. " Is she coming 
directly?" 

" Directly," he repeated in a tone of unconscious 
gladness, " for her father has married Leah Dart." 

" Oh, how horrible ! " cried Pansy. " Why do men 
marry again, ever, father ? You have never married 
again." 

Justin felt himself silenced by this unfortunate ques- 
tion. He stroked Pansy's pretty head, which was now 
lying on his shoulder, whilst he sought for words in 
which to explain himself. He was fearful of wound- 
ing her, and it was evident that she had no idea of 
what he wished to say. 
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" My darling,'* he said caressingly, '*I should have 
maiTied Diana years ago, when you were almost a 
baby, if she would have left her father. But she 
would never leave him to sink into lower degradation, 
though I could have shielded her from every sorrow. 
I can shield you both from trouble, or, at least, I can 
share trouble with you. You will not be one whit less 
dear to me, Pansy, when Diana is my wife." 

** Do you love her very much ?" asked Pansy. Her 
lips were close to his ear, and he could not see her 
face, but her heart was throbbing faster than ever. 

" More than words could tell," he answered. 

" Are you happy ? " she whispered again. 

" Happier than I could tell," he said. '* Diana will 
be your mother, my darling. You will take her for 
your mother ? my only fear is for you." 

" Don't be afraid for me," she answered. " I love 
her very, very dearly ; only a long, long way below you, 
father." 

But as the evening wore away. Pansy's large bright 
eyes watched her father more wistfully than ever. She 
had never regarded him in any other light than as her 
father, and she had not criticized or scanned his face 
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80 closely. Now she was looking at him through Diana's 
eyes, and she wondered at herself that she had never 
guessed the love between them. And they had had 
the patience and the faithfulness to wait all this time 
for one another ! It was the patience Pansy knew she 
should lack, not the faithfulness. 

She could not grudge her father his happiness, yet 
it made her own lot more blank. It seemed another 
element in the strangeness that surrounded her. 
There was a feeling of distance creeping in between 
her and him, as she thought of his marrying again, 
even though Diana was going to be his wife. How was 
she to behave when he was no longer simply her 
father ? When she met his eyes she made haste to 
smile back upon him as if she, too, was rejoicing, but 
she felt a sorrowful forlornness all the while. Pansy 
cried herself to sleep that night. Her heart was rest- 
less, and even this once stable and unchanging love 
was growing an uncertain resting-place for it. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. 



DISMAL CONGRATULATIONS. 



rrHEBE was no reason for delay, and Justin and 

Diana were married during January in Herford 

Church, as Rillage Grange was just within the parish 

boundaries. The marriage was kept so close a secret, 

that no one but old Fosse was admitted to witness the 

ceremony. Diana's father gave her away with many 

misgivings as to the exchange he had made in taking 

Leah Dart in her place, and Leah herself was 

present at Diana's own request. It was an intense 

satisfaction to her to sign her name as witness in the 

parish registrar, Leah Lynn ; it was the first time she 

had had occasion to write it, and her fingers could 

hardly hold the pen. Fosse signed his name in large 

crabbed characters, and clasped his hard knotty hands 

over the book as he was used to do over his Bible. 

"Now the Lord love them and bless them!" he 

E 2 
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said. " Surely it*s a great mystery ! Ay, it's an 
unspeakable mystery that men like us, wi' our angers 
and tempers and sins, should stand to our wives in the 
same place as our Lord to His church ! Yet it's true ! 
we live and toil for our wives at home, and life and 
labour 'ud be unbearable if we hadn't them to think of. 
And the Lord's life of toil and sufTerin', what would 
that have been, if he hadn't borne it for His people that 
He loves ? It would have broken His heart long before 
He came to Calvary and the cross. There's only two 
women here," he continued, looking round at Diana 
and Leah, with a smile lighting up his wrinkled face, 
" but let every one of us in particular so love his wife 
even as himself." 

" That is what I have always done, and shall 
continue to do," said Mr. Lynn, turning to Justin. 
** Diana has always been a good daughter, and I trust 
to you to make her a good husband. We will bid you 
farewell here, and wish you all happiness. You are 
going up to the Court to inform Mrs. Herford of this 
event ? " 

** Yes," answered Justin, ** we must not leave with- 
out seeing my mother." 
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But there was no pleasure in the fulfilment of this 
duty. The secret had been kept from her, or other- 
wise it would have been no secret; but they knew 
what reproaches they would have to meet. As yet it 
had not oozed out even in the village, and by going at 
once to Herford Court, they would prevent it reaching 
her through any other means. The house seemed 
quiet and desolate as they drove into . the old court- 
yard, and aUghted at the ancient doorway. Richard 
was away from home, and the place was empty of 
guests ; even Jenny Cunliffe was not allowed, on any 
pretext, to visit at Herford Court ; though a desirable 
situation had not yet been found for her. Justin led 
Diana through the place, no longer his own, to the 
sitting room, where he had heard old Richard Herford's 
will read ; and there sat his mother, disconsolately 
reading an old novel, and surrounded by unbroken 
stillness. 

** Good gracious, Justin ! " she ejaculated as they 
entered ; ** Justin and Diana Lynn ! '* she added ; but 
words failed her as her elder son, after kissing her 
smooth cheek, introduced Diana to her as his 
wife. 
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''Tour wife!" she repeated, gasping with amaze- 
ment and inerednlitj. 

** We were married this morning/' Justin hastened 
to exphiin, *' and are just come from the chnreh to tell 
you before any one else knew. Diana promised to be 
my wife eleven years ago ; and now her fether has 
married again, she felt herself free to keep her pro- 
mise* Mother, we have loTed each other dearly these 
eleven long years." 

" Well ! well ! " exclaimed Mrs. Herford nngra- 
cioasly, bat kissing Diana's offered cheek, '' I always 
thought there was something in the background. 
You've been very close about it, though it will not 
make much difference to me as it is ; and I wish yon 
joy. Oh yes, I wish you joy. Though how you are to 
live on such an income as you have, Justin, is quite a 
mystery to me. Pansy, too. I wonder how Pansy 
will like it. Now you'll learn how unreasonable child- 
ren are in setting their fiaces against second marriages. 
You never liked me marrying again, and you're going 
to have the same trouble I had. However, it is your 
own affair ; and I congratulate you with all my heart, 
Fm sure." 
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She tossed back her lace lappets, and stroked her 
hair with her white hand as she was wont to do. 
Except for an additional line or two on her smooth 
round forehead, she looked precisely as she had done 
since her husband's death. 

" I should have liked to have known you were going 
to be married," she said peevishly ; "it is disagreeable 
to be taken by surprise in this way. My own son, 
too ! There is so little stirring just at present, it 
would have been quite a diversion to decorate the 
church, and get up a breakfast. Some of the county 
people would have come on Diana's account. I dare 
say Sir John Fortescue might have been prevailed 
upon. But you never did ask my opinion, Justin, or 
you would never have taken the estate, and then given 
it up again, as you did. I never knew anybody make 
such blunders as you do." 

" I have made no blunder to-day," he said joyously. 
His mother's peevishness had no power to touch his 
happiness. 

" That remains to be proved," she resumed. 
** * When poverty comes in at the door, love flies out at the 
window ! ' You might have been such a comfort to me ! 
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Bicbard inviteg all the riflF-raflF of the country here — 
racing men, and blacklegs, and mountebanks of every 
description — and then he tells me I'm too old to mix 
with his friends, they are not used to old women ! 
Those are his very words, I assure you. He says my 
place is to look after the maids and the cooking, as if 
I was only his housekeeper. And Justin, I can't get 
him to pay me my income, and there are two quarters 
passed, and he owes me two hundred and ffty pounds^ 
and he says he has not a penny to spare. And now 
yon have married again ; and I have no comfort in 
either of my sons." 

She melted into tears at the recital of her own griefs. 
There was a dim misgiving in her mind that Justin 
would expect some handsome wedding present from 
her ; and she was feeling miserably poor, as well as 
lonely. Bichard was not paying her allowance, and he 
was squandering money away on frivolous and unworthy 
objects. The prosperity of Herford, so carefully built 
up by Justin, was already in danger of being destroyed 
by Bichard's extravagance. 

" I will write to Bichard," he said. 

'* I don't believe he will ever do any good," moaned 
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his mother. ** Twenty times a day I'm wishing you 
and Pansy were back again. I was mistress then, and I 
will say that for Pansy, that she never flew in my face, 
though you spoiled her so. Poor Pansy ! she is going 
to pay for her happy times now, with a step-mother. 
Don't interrupt me, Justin. Of course she is all per- 
fection in your eyes ; and I dare say she is perfect ; but 
all the same. Pansy will not like it. Diana will pardon 
a grieved and disappointed mother for speaking out 
plainly." 

"Pansy and I know each other well, and love each 
other dearly," said Diana, gently. 

** Oh yes ! " she answered, shaking her head ; " but 
nobody ever did love a step-mother, you know. I don't 
know what would have been done, if Justin had brought 
you here. I could not have given up the position my 
poor dear husband left me ; and there could not have 
been two mistresses of Herford Court." 

**What will you do if Kichard marries?" asked 
Justin. ** Mr. Herford's will only gave you a right to 
a home in the house ; it did not make you absolute 
mistress of it. You must not expect that Eichard's 
wife will not be sole mistress here." 
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" In that case I should go," cried Mrs. Herford, 
bursting into tears again. " My sons would drive me 
out of house and home. Oh, Diana ! pray that you 
may have no children to make your old age bitter. 
You would set your wife over me, Justin ! " 

" I should certainly make my wife mistress of my 
home,'* he replied, almost angrily ; " but do not let 
that imaginary grievance vex you now, mother. We 
can stay no longer, for we must catch the train at 
twelve ; but we thought it right to come up to see you 
before leaving." 

" It would have been very odd," she answered, *'if 
my own son was married, and I was the last person to 
know of it. I wish you joy ; and more dutiful children 
than I have. Richard ran away on the sly, and you 
are married on the sly ! What did I ever do to have 
such sons? But I forgive you, Justin. May you 
never experience the bitterness of a lonely old 
age ! '' 

They lefk her in tears, after receiving from her a 
chilly kiss and a sobbing good-bye. As they passed 
along the familiar passages and hall to the door, both 
looked grave and troubled; but Justin catching 
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Diana's eyes lifted to his face, smiled down on her with 
a tender though deprecating smile. 

** My mother ! " he ejaculated, in an apologetic 
tone. 

"And my father!*' she said, an answering smile 
breaking upon her clouded face. " We must be patient 
^ith them both. We are happy enough to bear with 
them all, and with one another. We are to share one 
another's burdens." 

" I will bear yours now you belong to me," he said 
fondly, as he wrapped her up carefully from the win- 
ter's cold. " Mine at last ! " he added. " I'm happy 
enough now to bear a heavy burden." 
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CHAPTER XV. 



REAPING THE HARVEST. 



VfO on6 had been more surprised at old Mr. Lynn's 
second marriage than Richard Herford; but it 
had been also a source of considerable amusement to 
him. Leah's efforts to be quite a lady continued to 
afford him constant entertainment; and when the 
check of Diana's presence was removed, he visited 
Rillage Grange more frequently. He thought Justin 
a lucky fellow to have won Diana in spite of his poverty, 
and his downfall in the world ; but he had indulged no 
hope of winning her himself, and there was no insin- 
cerity in the hearty though somewhat melancholy 
congratulations he sent to them. Justin was having 
the best of it again, he thought to himself. As he 
crossed to and fro along the cliffs from Herford to 
Rillage, he often stood on the point from which he 
could see the greater portion of his lands, looking at 
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them with a dissatisfied heart. He knew he was 
extravagant ; but he could not be so reckless as he had 
been when his sudden spurts of good fortune put him 
in possession of funds, which were as lightly lost as 
they had been lightly won. To lose now was to lose 
the property, for which a long line of ancestors had 
toiled and schemed ; and he had natural feeling enough 
to grudge that loss. He hated to feel that the acrea 
would slip through his fingers as surely as the coins 
had done before : yet he could not deny himself, or turn 
his nature into another channel He must have a 
merry life, at any cost. 

In the meantime he tried to gain as much merriment 
as sufficed for him at BiUage Grange, where Leah 
always made him welcome. She took good care that 
her husband should not sink into any excess that 
might endanger his life and her own position ; but she 
could not find it in her heart to refuse Richard anything 
she could get for him. Though Diana had shared her 
little fortune with her father, still allowing him half 
her yearly income, Leah did not find it any easy task to 
be the lady of Rillage Grange on two hundred a year. It 
was not very pleasant to be a lady on means so small, 
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and with all the neighbourhood, even her own old 
friends, turning the cold shoulder upon her. She 
found herself very much alone, and she could not help 
welcoming every visit from the handsome scapegrace 
whom she had helped back to his estates, and for 
whom she still felt a lurking fondness. Mr. Lynn 
himself urged him to come often, almost with tears in 
his eyes. 

Mrs. Herford had suffered many hardships during 
her life, but she had never suffered one so cruel as to 
be compelled to invite Leah Dart to Herford Court. 
Old Martha Dart had been goose-girl, and Leah 
herself, in her girlhood, had tended the geese upon 
the cliffs. It was an unheard-of degradation to enter- 
tain her as a guest. But Bichard was inexorable, and 
Leah enjoyed nothing so greatly as visiting at Herford 
Court. There was quite a close relationship between 
her and Mrs. Herford, since her step-daughter Miss Di, 
had become Mrs. Herford's daughter-in-law ; and she 
never failed to communicate the contents of Diana's 
letters to her father. She almost drove Mrs. Herford 
to distraction by speaking of her sons as Justin and 
Dick; though Bichard only laughed good-temperedly 
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when she complained to him about it. It was in vain 
that Mrs. Herford assumed her most distant and 
haughty manners ; Leah had a native confidence which 
was quite a match for any fine lady-like airs. She was 
strong in the consciousness that she was Mrs. Lynn, 
of Eillage Grange ; and if her dress was not so costly 
or so tasteful as the elder lady's, it was much more 
gaudy, and, in Leah's own eyes, much grander. 

Mrs. Cunliffe, humble as she felt it her duty to be, 
fully shared Mrs. Herford's indignation and her disdain 
of Mrs. Lynn. She seldom failed to obey any summons 
from her dear old friend, though Jenny was not per- 
mitted by her father to set a foot within the doors of 
Herford Court. Bichard respected his clergyman and 
avoided him. But he had readily guessed the secret of 
Jenny's exclusion, if his mother's petulant complaints 
had not revealed her suspicions of Mrs. Cunliffe's 
ambitious hopes, and for sheer want of amusement, he 
made the pursuit of little Jenny Cunliffe his favourite 
pastime. It cost Mr. Cunliffe many a sleepless hour ; 
but never did mother rejoice more in secret over the 
success of her tactics ; while Mrs. Herford was terrified 
beyond measure at the idea of Bichard bringing a wife 
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to Herford Court, and that wife being Jenny Cun- 
liffe. 

The new position to which she had climbed was by no 

means sweet to Leah. The bondage homo so patiently 

by Diana, was a yery real burden. Now that she was 

left to the sole companionship and management of her 

old husband, the confinement became close, and the 

work hard. She had looked on and thought that Diana 

had little to do but amuse herself; but she found that 

she had fulfilled a circle of daily duties which now fell 

upon her. There were no more long hours in which 

she could safely leave Mr. Lynn under a careful 

guardianship and walk over to Herford to visit her 

infirm and grumbling mother, or her aunt Fosse ; and 

this was a real grief to her. Faithfulness was the 

groundwork of poor Leah's character ; it was natural 

and instinctive to her. She had satisfied her ambition, 

but she could not endure the thought of seeming to 

forsake her friends. Her mother was almost a disgrace 

to her, yet she could not without ntuch pain refrain 

from paying her frequent visits. 

She had besides harder work to do, drudging toil, 
and labour, which tested her physical strength severely. 
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For Leah was no slattern, and she did not like to see 
dust gathering upon the furniture, which would be 
hers at least as long as Mr. Lynn lived. The young 
maid-servant had been dismissed, and Leah had double 
duty to do. There were nights of wakefulness and 
watchfulness, and days of toil and care. The whole 
responsibility of keeping her husband free from excesses, 
which would have proved fatal to him, fell upon her. 
She began to lose bulk and colour, partly to her alarm, 
and partly to her gratification. The long and narrow 
old-fashioned mirrors reflected to her scrutinizing eyes 
a face growing paler and more careworn, and a frame 
visibly lessening. She fancied that she was getting 
more like Miss Di, with her clear colourless complexion, 
and her air of patrician refinement. But she could not 
help feeling, in spite of all, that she was paying a 
higher price than she had reckoned on for the object of 
her ambition. 

At last, one morning in May, she ventured to leave 
Eillage Grange, to go over to Herford, and spend the 
day with her mother. She had never been able to stay 
long with her since the time of Diana's marriage, and 
many a querulous message had reached her. It was 
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by no means a pleasant duty to face the old woman, and 
sit listening to her complaints. Now her daughter was 
a lady she could not understand why she had not money 
enough to provide lavishly .for all her wants and fan- 
cies, and Leah had not the heart to tell her that she 
had scarcely a shilling she could use as she pleased. 
At last she grew weary of sitting in the dark little cot- 
tage, listening to her mother's grumblings, and as the 
afternoon wore on, she announced her intention of 
going to have tea with her aunt Fosse. 

It seemed a strange thing to Leah to walk down the 
village street again, nodding to one old neighbour after 
another, who stood and watched her enviously from the 
cottage doors, but gave her no very cordial greeting. It 
made her feel somewhat sore at heart, though she 
tossed her head higher, and stepped more mincingly 
than usual. She was a little worn and downcast this 
sunny afternoon. Her gay spirits were gone, and her 
vigorous bodily health was going too. This was to be a 
lady. She had had her own way, but it did not prove 
a very smooth or prosperous way. The children rushing 
noisily out of school and climbing the hedgerows, or 
scampering down to the beach, and the mothers calling 
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them in to tea^ struck a deep and melancholy chord 
within her. There would never more be any life like 
this for her^ full of innocent pleasures^ and work that 
was no drudgery, done always for love, and not for 

* 

wages. To keep home for a husband and for children 

dear to her, to labour for them because she loved them, 

would not be her lot. She had had her choice, and had 

chosen fooUshly. 

Leah hardly put her vague and forlorn feeling into 

words, but it was none the less there. Eillage Grange, . 

with its large old empty rooms, and its lonely silence, 

was on her mind as she stepped into her aunt Fosse's 

spotless and shining kitchen, with its door opening 

upon the garden, and the sunshine glistening on its 

shelves of crockery, and burnished brass candlesticks 

on the high mantelpiece. She sank down wearied 

into the arm-chair on the hearth, with its well-stuffed 

cushions, sof^ with the feathers of her aunt's famous 

poultry, and covered with many-coloured patchwork put 

together by her aunt's fingers. This was a very palace 

of homely comfort, and one like it had formerly been 

within Leah's reach. Mrs. Fosse busied herself in 

getting tea, and while Leah looked on, with her black 
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ej€B ^fsayTifng' dirottgL tstaxs^ Iier sunt nude Tesdj the 
Hsde rotoLd tftble^ izui wasdied the kettle for the first 
Sfznptoms of tofffng^ to seeare the eaiiiest bubbHng 
of the wster to nuke the tea^ ind to preTent any drops 
^laffhfng her dean hearth, Leah breathed a heaTj 
and rerj bitter ffigfa, 

''Look oat, and see if xmde's coming mj dear/' said 
Mrs. Fosse, hearing the sigh, bat passing it oxer as not 
to be talked abont, '' and gire him a call if yon see 
hinu" 

Leah stood for a few moments on the door-sill, 
shading her ejes with her hand, and looking ont on a 
scene as old as her earliest childhood to her. There was 
nothing new in the little garden, or the green meadow 
beyond, or the peep of the sea through a fork of the 
cliffs. The cluck of the hens calling their chickens, and 
the blissful grunting of the pig basking in the sunshine 
were as old to her. But she had never stood at the 
cottage door with tear-bedimmed eyes, and a failing 
heart, as now. Why had she not been content with the 
chance of such a home as this ? She might have mar- 
ried some one who had loved her, and who would have 
grown old with her, as her uncle and aunt had grown 
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old together. But she belonged neither to her own 
folks nor to gentlefolks^ as it was^ and no husband or 
child would go on into old age with her, and brighten 
up those chilly days. She had made a terrible mis- 
take. 

Mrs. Fosse was inclined to make more of Leah, 
seeing her in such low spirits. She broiled some rashers 
of the bacon Mrs. Cunliffe coveted, and poached some 
of her famous eggs for tea. How delicious the food 
tasted to Leah, in the pleasant cottage kitchen, with 
the kettle singing a tune upon the hob, and the spring 
breezes blowing in through the open door, salt and 
fresh from the sea ! Mr. Lynn was particular about 
his meals, and she was obliged to prepare richer and 
less simple food at Rillage Grange for him, and they 
were eaten in larger rooms, but then she felt compelled 
to sit up straight and stiff, and take care lest she 
brought down some cutting reproof from her husband, 
who had been accustomed to see Diana at the head of 
his table. Oh, how foolish she had been! 

" Master Dick came back from London last night,'* 
remarked old Fosse, as they sat at tea. "He's been 
seein' Master Justin, thank the Lord ! There shouldn't 
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be no enmity betwixt them, for they're all bat brothers. 
He says oar Miss Pansy's as white as a lily, and her 
little hands are like eggshells. She's pinin' away, he's 
afraid, and she won't hear of coming back to Her- 
ford." 

*' Oh, Jeremy ! " cried his wife, " can't nothin' be 
done? Miss Pansy's like onr own child, poor little 
motherless blossom ! It'll be a sore grief to every one 
of ns, if anything mischances Miss Pansy. It's likely 
she'll phie, leaving Herford for London, where there's 
no good air, no good victuals, nor good milk and eggs. 
Couldn't she come home again ? " 

'^ Master Diek's been talkin' to me," replied old 
Fosse. ^^He's not all bad, isn't Master Dick, and 
maybe he'll tarn to the Lord some day. He says he'll 
go clear away for the summer, and leave Herford Court 
for Master Justin, if he'll come to it for three or four 
months. It 'ud be like old times again." 

'' It can't ever be like old times again/' said Mrs. 
Fosse, sadly. 

''Did he say anything about my daughter — Miss 
Di ? " inquired Leah. It was one of the sweets of her 
elevation to dwell upon the close connection she had 
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with Diana, who was always kind to her, and treated 
her as her father's wife. 

" Of course he'd see Mrs. Justin Herford," said her 
aunt severely, " but I never heard of any daughter of 
yours, Leah, To marry a drunken old noodle does not 
make you the mother of a lady like Miss Di, Leah 
Dart." 

"Come, come," interposed old Fosse, rising from 
the tea-table, "let by-gones be by-gones. Leah can't 
unwed herself, if she wished it ever so. We must reap 
as we sow, but don't let us hurry on the harvest, Leah, 
you come along wi' me to the Lantern-hill." 
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CHAPTER XVL 



who's at the helm? 



ALD Fosse had seen the teais in Leah*s eyes and the 
wanness of herfiieey and his warm heart ached for 
her« This was the time, he thonght, when peihaps 
a word in season might win her from folly to wisdom. 
It was yet a long way off snnset, for May days are in 
no harry to close, eren when the winds are hitter 
enough to make us long for the cosy warmth of 
wintry firesides. The shadows were growing deeper on 
the eastern clefts and rapines of the cliffs, but the 
sunny surfaces fronting westward were thrown into 
higher relief by them. The coast, where it caught the 
light, was bathed in splendour, and the yellow gorse 
upon the cliffs shone like gold. There had been a 
fresh north-westerly breeze blowing over the sea for 
some hours, and during the heat of the day it had been 
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warm and welcome. The whole field of sea, stretching 
far away to a distant line, was flecked with silvery rip- 
ples, threatening by-and-by to break into waves ; and 
the foam was leaping into snowy flakes up the sides of 
the swarthy rocks. Low down on the horizon lay a 
long line of grey clouds, broken and tumbled together, 
with cross-bars of a dull leaden hue intersecting them. 
It was not yet cold, but there was a chilliness creeping 
landwards from the sea which foretold a coming storm. 

Old Fosse and Leah pursued their way to the light- 
house in silence, and were still silent when they gained 
the little platform of rock beneath its walls, from which 
they could see a long line of coast, ending on each side 
with a headland stretching into the sea, and there join- 
ing the long line of clouds which lay almost like mimic 
cliffs beyond the dim blue of the water. Cliff, and sea, 
and sky were all that could be seen. 

" Ah ! there's sorrow on the sea, and it cannot be 
quiet," said Old Fosse, " but it seemed as if I loved it 
all the more, and thought of it all the more, for the 
sorrow. It 'ud seem strange if it was always at rest 
and quiet ; it wouldn't be like this world, Leah. Maybe 
the Lord loves us the more for the sorrow we have, that 
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cannot let us be quiet, 'specially you young things, as 
haven't learned to find rest in Him." 

" Uncle Fosse," sobbed Leah, " I've been pretty nigh 
wishin' all day as I'd never wed Squire Lynn. It's all 
turned out pride and vexation," she added, after a mourn- 
ful pause ; '* but if I repented ever so, I couldn't ever be 
different ; I could'nt unwed myself. I should have to 
keep on bein' his wife, and never have a good man like you 
for my master, to love me and work for me, as you do for 
aunt. It's poor consolation to call Miss Di my daughter 
and make believe I'm a lady, when I'm harder worked 
than I ever was. I'm like a dog at a fair, dressed up in a 
scarlet coat and a hat, and walking on two legs. Nobody 
thinks he isn't a dog. Master Dick laughs and makes 
game of me, and Mrs. Herford never speaks a word to 
me if she can help it, when I go to dinner there. But 
if I repented, what 'ud be the good ? It 'ud be all the 
same ; and I'm a miserable woman." 

" No, no, Leah, my lass," said the old man tenderly, 
*' it all depends upon whether you are sorry of your sin, 
or of your punishment ! If you repent of your pride 
and folly God can take those away, and make you wise 
and humble. And your punishment wouldn't be all the 
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same, if you could believe God was watchin' over you, 
and carin' for you, and lovin''yo^ with, aU His heart. 
For it's with all EEis heart God loves us. He doesn't 
say to us, ' Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all 
thy heart,' and then only give us a bit of His own love. 
No, no, Leah. All His might, all His strength, all 
His heart, that's how Jesus loved his disciples ; and 
that's how He loves us still. You didn't know what 
you might have been, when you wished to be a lady. 
Why ! you might have been one of the daughters of 
the Lord God Almighty ! What is a lady to that ? 
Miss Di herself thinks nothin' of bein' a lady, because 
she knows she is one of God's children. And so may 
I, and so may you, my lass ! There's neither high nor 
low, rich nor poor in His sight. He couldn't love the 
Queen herself more than with all His heart." 

Leah could not answer. She knew that her uncle 
Fosse had talked like this before, but it seemed as if 
ahe had been deaf, and could not hear his words. But 
ahe heard them now ; and oh ! could she believe them ? 
would God forgive all her folly and pride ? 

She looked tearfully across the tossing sea, towards 
the cliffs under which lay her new home, where life was 
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so difficult. The little cove at Eillage, for it was hardly 
a bay, was not in sight, but she saw a boat coming 
round the rock which hid it ; the Herford boat, once 
Justin's, now Eichard's. Eichard had rigged it with a 
saffron-coloured sail, distinct from every other sail along 
that coast. In the westering light it looked like a 
gorgeous butterfly flitting over the soft dim blue of the 
sea, and catching the sunshine on its flame-coloured 
wings. She watched it listlessly for a few minutes, 
sobbing now and then like a chidden child. Then her 
thoughts began to stir. Eichard had visited Eillage 
Grange whilst she had been away ; and there would be 
no one at hand to check either him or her husband, who 
was likely enough to avail himself of his unwonted 
freedom. It was the first holiday she had taken since 
her marriage, and what if it ended badly ! She had 
married Mr. Lynn with her eyes open, knowing him 
to be a drunkard and irreclaimable. There was no hope 
of his growing any more temperate, or of keeping from 
fatal excesses, unless he was closely watched, as Miss 
Di had watched him. Well ! if God would only for- 
give her, she would bear with him, and have patience 
with him ; and do her utmost to be a good wife to him. 
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*' Uncle Fosse," she said sorrowfully, "I must be 
goin' home now." 

Yet she did not turn away at once, but followed the 
flutterings of the saflFron sail for a minute or two. The 
tide was in Richard's favour, though the wind was 
against him ; but the little boat was performing some 
unaccountable manoeuvres. It was hovering danger- 
ously near a long line of reef, which was covered at 
high tide, but which was beginning to show its black 
and pointed crest through the surf that danced and 
wavered along it. Near to it the rocks were worn into 
deep parallel furrows, over which the sea swirled to 
and fro, as it rose and fell, and bounded at last 
tumultuously against the foot 6f the high precipice, 
upon the brow of which lay the little path to Eillage. 
There was a strong eddy just there at any time, but at 
this time, with the tide flowing, and the wind pressing 
heavily upon the water, it was more than usually 
dangerous. Yet apparently Eichard Herford had loosed 
the sail ; and the little boat was reeling and staggering 
in the current, with its sail almost dipping into the 
water. 

" I can't think what Master Dick can be about," 
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said Leah in an anxions tone, '^ see how his boat's 
bobbin' up and down. Who can be steerin', nncle ? " 

" He'd little Johnny Tucker wi' him," answered old 
Fosse, '* when he set out. Johnny's a good steersman, 
lad as he is ; but I'll run in and fetch my glass. It's 
just inside the porch here." 

Leah could not take her eyes off the boat, whilst old 
Fosse was searching for it with his telescope among the 
rocks. At last he fixed it within the range of his 
glass ; and he cried out in a voice of alarm. 

**Why! it's old Mr. Lynn at the rudder," he 
exclaimed, " and Master Dick's tryin' to get it out of 
his hand. Johnny isn't there. They'll be borne on to 
the rocks. Good Lord ! good Lord ! " 

The last words were spoken in a tone of entreaty, as 
if he saw one who could help, and was crying to him to 
stretch out his hand. 

"They're fightin' ! " he cried, "fightin' for the 
rudder ! They don't see where they are goin'. Are 
they mad, Leah, or drunk?" 

Leah lifted up her voice, and uttered a long, shrill, 
piercing cry of warning ; but the wind bore the sound 
inland, against the cliffs. Yet almost as if in answer 
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to it a loud call for help reached their ears. The sail, 
all aflame with the evening sunshine, and swelling with 
the western wind, was drifting down fast into the 
furrows and deep hollows of the rocks. 

" Quick ! quick ! " cried old Fosse, " there's my 
boat down below. Iv'e a strong arm yet, and so have 
you, Leah. There's not a moment to lose." 

The fishing-boat was moored at the foot of a rude 
staircase cut in the rock ; and it was not a minute's 
work to seize the oars, and push out through the tangle 
of wrack into clearer water. Leah had not spoken 
since she had uttered her wild ineffectual scream ; and 
she did not speak now. All her strength was needed 
for the oar ; though the languor and weakness she 
had felt all day seemed replaced by a marvellous vigour. 
The salt spray sprinkled her face, as it had done thou- 
sands of times, but it brought no colour back to its 
deadly paUor. She had her back to the point whither 
they were rowing ; but from time to time she glanced 
round, and searched the waters for the glowing and 
fluttering sail. As long as it was in sight there was 
hope that all would be right ; but how slowly was their 
clumsy fishing-boat making its way against the tide ! 
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how long it was before they could get away from the 
current which flowed round the Lantern-hill ! Leah 
heard old Fosse murmuring a prayer^ but her throat was 
too dry to say, "Amen." 

He was sitting on the bench before her, and she saw 
his face as he turned round to look towards the boat. 
An expression of terror was stamped upon it. He 
turned back, and bent himself with desperate effort to 
his oar ; and Leah did the same. Were they to be 
too late? 

" Lord ! have mercy on their souls ! " she heard him 
say in an awe-struck under-tone. 

It seemed to Leah as if these muttered words 
compelled her to look round, though she must lose a 
stroke of her oar. There rose up in terrible array the 
steep inaccessible cliffs, all bathed in light, with little 
birds flitting about the golden gorse, and the glossy ivy 
that grew in every crevice. The sky was smiling over- 
head with a deeper blue than it had ever worn since the 
winter's greyness. All along the summit of the cliffs 
rang the songs of the thrushes, and the clear whistle of 
the blackbird, and the busy twitter of the finches ; not 
silent for an instant, though human voices were being 
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hushed in death. She could hear the cattle being 
called, and the tinkle of sheep-bells in the meadows 
above her. But she heard and saw as one who hears 
and sees not. Only one sight was clear to her : the 
amber sail drifting on the tossing waves^ and the boat 
breaking to pieces on the sharp point of the rock that 
had pierced it through. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



FACING DEATH. 



ALD Fosse and Leah rowed on in unbroken silence. 
The splash of the waves against their boat was the 
only sound that Leah heard, though her ear was strained 
to catch the sound of voices calling for help. No call 
came across the water, though they were near enough 
to hear it, if there had been any. The boat was held 
fast by the tooth of rock, and it was probable that one 
or both of the men in it might be clinging to it for 
safety : though the white foam was tossing over it, as 
if in triumphant delight over a new toy. The silence 
was an ominous answer to this hope ; and as they came 
near enough, they saw that it was empty. 

Leah stood up on the bench, and looked around. 
Beyond the reef, closer under the cliffs, was a channel, 
comparatively smooth, and beyond that a strip of sand, 
lying below the overhanging cliff. The slanting light 
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of the snn fell brightly on the yellow sand, and she 
conld see, flnng upon it like a weed, the body of 
Bichard Herford — she was near enough to know that it 
was Bichard. A few moments brought the boat through 
the straight smooth channel to the sand ; and she sprang 
out of it, and ran eagerly to his side. A low moan as 
she tried to move him made her start again to her 
feet. 

'' He's not dead ! " she shouted to her uncle, as he 
fastened his boat ; '' it's Master Dick, and he's not 
dead." 

She shaded her eyes with her hands to look out 

steadily over the glistening sea ; but there was no other 

form to be seen. If her husband had, indeed, been in 

the boat, he was lost. But Fosse was beside her now, 

and bending over Bichard Herford ; and she had not 

time yet to think of the old man whose wife she had 

been. Fosse knelt down, and placed his arm under 

Bichard to raise him a little ; but the sharp agony he 

seemed to suffer made him desist. This was not the 

unconsciousness merely of a half-drowned man : some 

deeper injury had befallen him. 

*< We must move him higher," said he ; "as high as 
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we can. It*s nigh on three hours to high tide. We 
can't carry him to th' hoat ; and th' boat can't come 
nigher. We must lift him higher on th' sands, Leah ; 
it's as much as we can do, that is." 

It taxed their strength to the utmost ; for Leah was 
exhausted, and old Fosse was unused to lifting heavy 
burdens. Kichard was utterly helpless and unconscious, 
though now and then he groaned as they moved him by 
degrees into a spot of greater safety. Then they stood 
and looked at one another in questioning bewildertnent. 
What were they to do now ? 

*' Leah, my lass ! " said old Fosse, " couldst thee 
trust in God enough to bide here wi' him, whilst I run 
back and fetch th' menfolk? There's time and to 
spare ; plenty 0' time. But it 'ill be fearsome ; if thee 
canst na' trust in God. Or wilt thee come wi' me, and 
leave him ? Maybe that 'ud be a wiser thing to do ; 
only it 'ud be a fearsome thing for him to wake up and 
find himself alone. He'd know nothin* of any one 
havin' gone for help.** 

** I'll stay. I can't quit him, " answered Leah briefly. 
She helped her uncle to push oflF his boat, and watched 
it floating away from her down the channel ; but before 
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it was out of sight, or beyond the reach of her voice, 
she roused herself. 

" Bid them get a bed ready for Master Dick," she 
shouted, '* and send for Dr. Vye. Billage is nigher 
Lowborough than Herford. Goto Billage," she called, 
till the cliflFs rang with her voice. 

*' Ay ! ay ! " cried old Fosse in reply. 

Slowly she retraced her steps to Eichard's side, and 
stood looking upon his death-like face. Then she 
stooped and covered it with her handkerchief, partly to 
hide it from herself, and partly to screen it from the 
light of the setting sun which shone brilliantly into the 
low arch of the rock in which they had laid him. Leah 
had seen a picture of a sepulchre in eastern lands ; and 
this arch looked to her like a grave, with Bichard lying 
corpse-like in it. She shivered as she thought of it, in 
spite of the warm sunlight. It was warm still, for the 
rock reflected the heat ; and the sand was hot and dry. 
The flies were buzzing about, and the bees were 
humming just above the low-roofed arch. She sat down 
on the sand, and laid her fingers on Bichard's wrist, 
where the pulse was throbbing fitfully. He was 
certainly alive. 
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Tbon hor thoughts went away to her husband : the 
old man she had left only a few hoars ago in his nsoal 
health. He had bid her good-bye in a jeering mockmg 
tone, his only weapon against her and her anthority ; 
and she had flang away oat of the room, too angiy 
to answer him. And she was never to hear his yoioe 
again. She would no longer be Mrs. Lynn of Billage 
Orange. The heir would come and turn her out ; and 
there was not a shilling that would come to her. This 
thought came vaguely to her mind ; but it was there, as 
it had been all day. Her marriage had been a blunder ; 
she had given too much for her own way. 

It was not that she did not feel grieved for his 
death ; rather she was stunned by it, and the thoughts 
that came to hor mind were in a tangled medley. She 
got up after a while and left the little cave, rambling 
aimlessly to and fro among the rocks which bounded 
the narrow strip of sand. The sun had dipped below 
the sea, though she could still see its red light creeping 
slowly up the cliffs, and fading into the grey twilight. 
The sea, too, was creeping in, no longer blue, but a 
pale cold grey. As soon as the sun was gone, the air 
grew chilly ; and the foam playing on the reef looked 
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like snow. Suppose her uncle had heen dashed 
against the rocks, as the other boat had been ! It 
seemed hours since he left her. In another hour o\ 
two the tide must fill this little bay, and the tomb-like 
arch at the back of it, firpm end to end. 

She had climbed round the rocks that hemmed it in, 
and passed under a little portal worn through them into 
a second bay beyond, no safer than the one she had 
left, where Bichard was lying helpless. But her keen 
eyes had discovered a natural pathway up the cliffs, 
made by the action of the water, steep and perilous, 
but possible to scale above the highest tide-mark. 
There she would be safe till help could come ; for 
surely in the morning she would be able to make 
herself heard by some passing boat. She clambered 
up it hurriedly, and looked about her in the gathering 
dusk. There was not a speck to be seen upon the sea. 
If her uncle had been coming &om Billage, she must 
have seen his boat. Some accident had befallen him. 

But if she stayed there, in safety, there would be no 
hope for Bichard Herford. She had deserted him, and 
he was left to perish by the in-coming tide. The only 
chance for him would be that she should be at her 
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post, ready to direct her uncle by her shouts, if he 
should ever come back with succour to the spot where 
he had left them. It would soon be hidden by the 
darkness from any possibility of being seen from the 
sea. A choice lay before her. Safety for herself, and 
death for him ; or a chance of safety for him, with the 
alternative of certain death for them both. Must she 
go back to peril for his sake ? 

Life was dear to her, and death was terrible. 
Superstitious terror alone encircled the thought of 
death. Yet the very faithfulness within her forbade 
her to yield to superstitious terror. She could not 
leave Eichard lying unconscious and alone in his living 
tomb ; to wake up, perhaps, at the cold touch of the 
sea as it crawled round him. The water was already 
ankle-deep in the portal lying between her and the 
spot she must return to, and she shuddered as her feet 
splashed through it ; but she went on leaving hope and 
life behind her. 

When she reached the niche, now so dark she could 
scarcely see it, she was yet aware that Eichard had 
stirred while she had been away. She knelt down 
beside him, and laid her hands on his head, and he 
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moved again, almost imperceptibly ; but she felt it, and 
a gleam of comfort came to her. She spoke to him in 
a clear penetrating voice, which reached his brain — 

'* It's me — Leah," she said, 

** Don't leave me," he whispered. 

"No, never, never!" she cried, bursting into sobs 
and tears. 

She took her seat on the sand again beside him, and 
buried her face in her hands. She sat still so long, 
that when at last she lifted up her head, the night was 
drawing on swiftly, and the stars were twinkling in the 
sky. In the west there was a tender green light 
lingering still above tha sunset, clear and soft; and 
against it stood out the sharp black outlines of the 
lighthouse, and the rock on which it stood. There 
was no light shining in the old square belfry ; no light 
at all. Leah had never seen it dark at night before ; 
and the sight filled her heart with greater dismay. The 
sky was dark, but the sea was darker still ; and the 
cliffs could no longer be distinguished from their 
shadows, except where their points touched the sky. 
The long floating seaweed, which had been drying on 
the rocks an hour before, stretched in black lines upon 
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the approaching water ; lines which moved to and fro, 
and filled her with terror lest the sea was bringing to 
her the lifeless body of her husband. Bichard 
Herford neither spoke nor groaned ; and there was now 
no sound save the multitudinous voices of the great 
deep. She could hear its creeping eddies whispering, 
and rustling, and moaning close beside her, whilst all 
along the coast the full tide was thundering, where- 
ever it had gained the foot of the cliflfe. Even the 
soft swirl with which it washed gently among the 
pebbles, lying on the margin of the sand, smote upon 
her ear. There was no longer any token of familiar 
human life. She felt as if she was already in a strange 
and dreary world. 

*' God ! " she cried, stretching out her hands 
towards the sea, as though He were beyond it, " send 
somebody to save us. I was tryin' to save my husband 
and Master Dick from drownin*. Oh ! save us from 
drownin' ! " She had scarcely spoken when a faint 
light was to be seen in the lighthouse tower. Some 
one was kindling the lantern there, and the familiar 
beacon brought comfort to her. It was too far away 
for any sound of her voice to reach it ; but in some 
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way her heart grew lighter as she watched it. She 
did not feel so desolate and forsaken as she had done 
before; she was still near Billage and Herford, and 
God could send them help. Bat if it did not come 
soon, if it did not come in a few minates it might 
prove too late for Eichard Herford. His pulse was 
growing feebler, and his body more chilled by the night 
air. She could do nothing for him but watch for 
help, and share his fate, whatever that might be. 

Presently she detected a light dancing up and down 
among the waves ; and she called — a loud piercing 
cry, that rose above the tumult of the waves. The 
light changed its course, coming more directly towards 
her ; and in a minute or two she heard a shout. The 
boat had to approach cautiously through the darkness ; 
but before long she could hear the oars in the water, 
and by-and-by old Fosse's voice — 

"All th' men folk were away at the sheep-washin'," 
he shouted; "they'd gone up to supper at Farmer 
Popham's, and there were none but women and 
children about. I had to go after them myself. 
But we've got a mattress for Master Dick ; and Dr. 
Vye 'ill be at Eillage afore we can get there." 
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CHAPTER XVin. 



CRIPPLED FOB LIFE. 



rrWO days and nights passed by before Richard 
Herford regained his full consciousness; though 
at times he felt a dull sensation of being subject to 
much keen suffering, and of seeing dark figures, and 
hearing muflOied voices about him, which he vainly tried 
to bring into more distinct perception to himself. 
He knew nothing of the lapse of time. There was 
neither memory nor foresight stirring in his brain. A 
dark gulf of two lost days, like broken links out of a 
chain, separated his past life from the future. 

When he came to himself he lay for a while 
perfectly still, making no effort to move. There was 
profound silence around him, and the room was lighted 
by a lamp, which he could not see. It seemed only 
an hour or two, and surely he had fallen asleep some- 
how during the interval since he had been drinking 
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with old Mr. Lynn, and laughing over the trick 
they had played upon Leah, when they had together 
forced the lock of the old wine-cellar ; the key of 
which she had carried away in her pocket. They had 
been as merry over it as though they were boys. But 
Bichard's mind was awake, and had awakened from its 
long stupor with fully its natural vigour. How was it 
then that he had so clear an impression of inviting 
old Mr. Lynn to go back with him to Herford, and 
fetch Leah home ? He could recollect distinctly how 
he and the white-headed stooping old man, had gone 
down to the beach, and set sail, Mr. Lynn taking 
the helm. He could actually see him again seated 
in the stern of the boat, and hear him swearing at 
the chilly wind. How could it be that he came to 
be lying in Mr. Lynn's bed? This was his bed- 
room ; he knew it well enough to recognize the place 
he was in. 

He could only answer the question by coming to 
the conclusion that he had drunk more of the old wine 
they had found in the cellar than he had intended ; 
and that he had never left Billage Grange at all. He 
was vexed with himself ; more vexed than usual, for he 
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knew he might have done Mr. Lynn a mischief ; pos- 
sibly have led him into a dangerous excess, in Leah's 
absence. He had been lying quite still until this 
moment, but now he wished to draw the curtain which 
screened the head of the bed. But how was this? 
His muscles no longer instinctively obeyed his will. He 
could move his arms and turn his head from side to 
side on his pillow ; but no other movement seemed 
possible to him. He made a second effort, and a 
third, bringing into play all the force of his will, and 
all the nervous power he possessed ; but he could not 
stir himself. He lay like a log. There was no longer 
the usual correspondence between his will, and the 
heavy framework of bone and flesh which formed its 
prison. 

He could not understand it, or believe it. He was 
suffering, he thought, from a nightmare, of which the 
spasms of pain he had vaguely felt were a part. If he 
waited a short time he would regain his wonted mas- 
tery of his own limbs. It was almost laughable to 
find himself so impotent. He lay quiet, picturing to 
himself the freshness of the air on the cliffs, and how 
pleasant a walk homewards would be under the starry 
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sky, if he could only get out of the house without 
rousing any one. It was a queer thing to put him 
into Mr. Lynn's own room. After all it would be 
best to turn over a new leaf, and give up these danger- 
ous indulgences. He knew what he would do — get the 
Bishop to find another liying for Cunliffe, and persuade 
Justin to come back to Herford Vicarage. If Justin 
and Diana were living near to him, by George! he; 
could, and he would, keep himself straight. Bichard 
could use stronger oaths than "By George ! " but he 
rarely did so in the presence of women ; and he felt a 
restraint, something like that of a woman's presence, 
at this moment. 

The nightmare must be over, or he could not reason 
so clearly. Whoever heard of a man forming schemes 
of reformation like these, when under the effects of a 
nightmare ? He would get up now. But, though the 
veins in his temples grew swollen, and drops of perspi- 
ration started to his forehead, with the vehement 
efforts, and the secret dread that was stealing over 
him, he could not bestir himself and rise from the 
bed. What was the matter with him ? He groaned 
aloud, as he asked himself this question. 




176 Through a Needles Eye. 



In an instant he heard a footstep cross the room, 
and Loah looked down on him nervously. She was 
dressed like a nurse, in a simple cotton gown, and her 
hair was tucked away under a white cap. Her fsMse 
was pale, and full of care and sorrow. She looked very 
unlike the Leah he was used to see. 

" Am I ill ? " he asked, in sudden terror. She 
nodded silently : and he could see the tears glistening 
in her eyes. 

'*What is the matter?" he inquired. '^ I feel as 
heavy as a log ; I cannot move myself. What on earth 
ails me ? *' 

"You've had an accident, and are hurt," answered 
Leah ; '* you musn't try to move yourself." 

" An accident ! " he repeated ; " hurt ! " 

Then with a vivid flash of memory there came back 
to his brain the terrible moment, when he was strug- 
gling with the drunken old man at the helm, whilst 
the jagged reef of rock was lying across their track, 
and the breeze was blowing his little boat right upon 
it. He could hear again the sharp ripping of the 
planks as the boat struck on a point, and the cracking 
of the slender mast ; and he felt himself struggling in 
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the sea. That was the last thing he could remember : 
but he was on the sea then, and it was evening. What 
was the time now ? and how was it he found himself 
safe, and in Mr. Lynn's bed ? 

" Leah," he said, in an awe-stricken tone, "where 
is your husband ? " 

" Never mind now," she answered sadly. 

"He was lost!" he exclaimed; "he was quite 
beside himself. I know he was lost." 

The tears fell fast from Leah's eyes, and she turned 
from the bedside to wipe them away, out of Bichard's 
sight. Her husband was in every sense lost ; even the 
poor drowned body had not been recovered, to be 
buried among his ancestors. 

" Leah ! " Bichard called again. 

"I'm here," she answered. 

" When did it happen ? " he asked. 

" That was Tuesday evening," she said, " and we're 

in the middle of Thursday night. I'm sitting up 

with you, and Uncle Fosse is in the next room." 

" Does Justin know, and Diana ? " he inquired. 

" Master Justin sat up with you all last night," she 

replied, " and Dr. Vye, and a doctor from London. 
VOL. n. N 
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The London doctor couldn't stay any longer, and he 
said it was no nse him staying." 

'' Am I much hurt ? " asked Bichard with intense 
anxiety. " Tell me the tmth, Leah. I must know 
the traih. What is it makes me feel as if I could not 
move a limb ? I might be made of stone. Is it a 
Tery bad accident ? " 

Leah had come back again, and was looking down 
on him, with a strange look of deep unutterable pity 
in her black eyes. Her lips trembled as she spoke, 
and her voice faltered. 

" Master Dick," she said, " wait till Master Justin's 
here to tell you. He's gone back to London to tell 
Miss Di; nobody else could tell her how her poor 
father died. Try to think of God, and go to sleep." 

" Think of God ? " he repeated. " Do you suppose 
that would help me to sleep ? There's no sleep in me 
now. Who could go to sleep if they were like me, 
and could not move a limb ? Tell me all about it, 
Leah." 

"I couldn't," she sobbed. ''My husband was 
drowned, and lost altogether ; and I can never, never 
speak kind to him again, nor him to me. I wish I'd 
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only known ! Wait till Master Justin comes back to- 



morrow." 



" I cannot wait," he cried in an agony : " go, and 
send old Fosse to me." 

Fosse came, and stood beside him as Leah had 
done, looking down on him with the same expression 
of deep pity, whilst Richard's eager qnestioning eyes 
scanned his face. He did not ask old Fosse to tell him 
the truth ; the truth would come from his lips, whether 
he wished to hearken to it or no. He could not run 
away from it now, as he had done in old times. 

" What is it, Fosse ? " he asked. 

'^ Must I tell you all, Master Bichard ? " he said. 

" Yes ! " he answered, though the word was formed 
by his parched lips, rather than uttered by his voice. 
He held out his hand, and the old fisherman clasped 
it between both his own, and fell down on his knees 
beside the bed. 

" Oh ! dear Lord, dear Lord ! " he cried, " I know 

Thou loves us every one, as if we were little young 

children playin' around Thy footstool. It is Thy 

footstool. Lord — all this green earth, and fields, and 

woods; ay! And the troubled sea. All about Thy 

N 2 
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fbototool wdVe 8tifierm% snd toilm', and knin', and 
lifin^ and dying' ; and Tbon sees ns, and kfres us alL 
The mother watches her little babes plajin' ai her 
feet, and wilt Thou not see ns^ dear Lord? Ay! and 
if the children fret, and qnarrel, and hnrt each other, 
the mother does not driye 'em away wi' anger, from 
their safe hidin'-place at her feet. And wilt Thoa 
drire Thy sinful children away from Thee ? We are 
Ux from thinkin' that of Thee, dear Lord. 

'' And now we lift up our eyes to Thy face, and we 
call to Thee* We know Thon knows what to do. 
There's one has died on Thy footstool, drowned in 
th' sea; and one that's stricken down in his fall 
strength and youth ; but spared to live a while longer. 
Oh I help him to put his trust in Thee ! Thon art 
always good and lovin' and wise ; and Thy ways are 
higher than our ways. Oh ! give us strength ; give us 
patience; give us faith in Thee. We seem to feel 
Thee very near to us, Lord. We have only to wait a 
little while ; and Thou'lt lift us up from Thy feet into 
Thy bosom." 

Old Fosse's voice ceased, but Bichard did not open 
his eyes. He was passing through an agony of dread. 
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There was a terrible solemnity to him in the old man's 
prayer^ in its simple words and its broken accents. 
" TeU me all," he murmured at last ; "what is it?" 
" The doctors say you'll never be able to get about 
again," he answered pitifully; "it's the back that's 
hurt. Your head's all right, and your mind clear ; 
but you'll be a cripple for life. We found you lyin' 
near the rock the sea had tossed you on, after you had 
nearly swam ashore. But you're not goin' to die, 
thank God ! you'll live many a year yet. You'd have 
died for certain if Leah and me hadn't been sent to 
save you. Squire Lynn was gone in an instant of 
time. There's been depths of mercy shown to you, 
Master Kichard." 

** To be a cripple for life ! " he moaned, turning his 
face to the wall, and feeling, in the act of movement, 
how utterly helpless he lay. It seemed to him as if 
it would have been better to have been killed outright. 
He was a burden to himself. To have no power over 
his own limbs ; to be bedridden ; to be nothing but a 
living log, whilst the world was going on with all it& 
interests, and pleasures, and he taking no part in 
them, though he was still in the world. Would it 
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not have been better to have stepped over the boundary 
at once, and seen what lies on the side of the great 
mystery of death ? 

But the choice was not given to him, whether he 
would die or live. We may long for death, and rejoice 
exceedingly when we can find the grave ; but still life 
may be given to us, and the sun rise, and the dark- 
ness come for us, swinging us from day to night, and 
from night to day, in spite of all the bitterness of soul, 
and anguish of body which make the burden of living 
all but unbearable. Eichard Herford lived to feel this. 
His merry life was over, but it was not to be a short 
one. Even while he loathed it, he could not but obey 
the rules by which it could be prolonged. He was 
compelled to cherish his miserable existence more 
carefally than he had done whilst it was still full of 
vigour and the power of enjoyment. Hencelforth his 
chief work in the world would be simply to keep 
himself alive. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



YILLAaE TALE. 



JUSTIN and Diana had fonnd their happiness 
weighted with an unexpected burden. They 
were very happy; happier than they had either of 
them ever been. The life they led was very different 
from life at Herford or Billage Grange. They were 
brought into contact with many minds^ and many 
interests; and they thoroughly entered into the new 
intellectual current which was flowing around them. 
To Diana it was perfectly new. Her life-long seclu- 
sion at Billage gave a charm to all the varied incidents 
which every day brought to her. The companionship 
existing between herself and her husband was even 
more complete than she had anticipated in her 
brightest day-dreams. He seemed to understand 
her thoughts and desires without words. 
It was Pansy who was tasting the bitterness of 
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real laneliness ; she, who hid neTer known what it 
was to he alone. Uni3 a few months ago there had 
not been a thon^t in her simple heart which she 
eonld not hare told to her &ther ; but now an absolute 
dumbness had come over her. She conld not tell 
him how desolate she felt. She had so long believed 
herself to be first in her &ther*s heart, that it was a 
profound though wordless grief to her to find Diana 
there, in the place she had considered her own. It was 
no wonder, she thought, that he should prefer Diana 
to her; for Diana was fall of life, and animation, 
and a beautiful happiness, which embellished every- 
thing she said and did. Pansy looked on with a 
sore and sorrowfal heart. It was Diana now who 
was her father's companion; not the little daughter, 
whose house had been built on sand, and had been 
swept down in the great storm that had beaten 
against it. 

This was the cloud over Jastin's happiness ; at first 
scarcely more than the thin fine mist, which scarcely 
dims the sunshine, and which is most clearly recog- 
nized when it has passed away, and the true brightness 
shines. He would not own to himself that Pansy's 
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presence was a restraint, yet when Diana and he were 
alone together, he felt a freedom that was wanting 
while her sad young face was beside them. How to 
bring the smiles back to that face grew a serious 
problem to both Diana and himself. 

ThiB Bpring was a very different season from the 
last to all of them. Justin was fully as much occu- 
pied with public meetings ; for he was a good speaker, 
apart from any consideration of position or influence, 
and his services were requested by several committees, 
in their arrangements for their respective meetings. 
But he found himself a person of much less social 
importance, as the secretary of a small charity, than 
he had been as the possible candidate for parliamentary 
membership. As to Pansy, the season was a miserable 
counterfeit of the last. She heard of the same things, 
read of them in the newspapers, was near enough to 
catch the echo of them, and that was all her share. 
No one mentioned the Fortescues in her hearing — 
those summer friends of hers, who had won her girlish 
heart, and tossed it away aS' a worthless bauble. It 
was the bitterness of this which crushed Pansy's 
spirit. She envied Jenny Cunliflfe, who had always 
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envied her. Why had not her father been content to 
remain the humble vicar of Herford, when she would 
have grown up as his daughter unnoticed and nn- 
courted ? 

Sometimes Diana fancied she heard^ in the still 
hours of the nighty moans and sobs reaching her 
through the thin walls of their cottage. But when 
she stole into Pansy's room with her softest footstep, 
she would find her sleeping apparently, with the quiet, 
regular breathing of girlhood. Pansy smothered her 
crying, half ashamed and half frightened. What 
could she tell Diana ? How could she find words to 
express the morbid sorrows that were poisoning the 
sources of life? Diana would reason with her, and 
talk to her of submitting to God, of trusting to His 
love. As yet, Pansy could do neither. 

It was just such an evening in May, as the one 
when Pansy and Justin had driven homewards the 
year before through the cool and quiet lanes lying 
between Lowborough and Herford. All the tillage 
was astir. By this time every person in it knew that 
the great London doctor, as well as Dr. Vye, had 
pronounced solemnly that there was no hope of 
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Master Richard ever getting about again. The pla<5e 
had been in a tumult of agitation, ahnost as great as 
if every household shared personally in the calamity 
that had happened. This evening they were scattered 
in groups of three and four all along the valley, upon 
the road which Eichard had tramped down, footsore 
and weary, but in vigorous health and strength, only 
a year ago. Leah and his mother were watching and 
weeping beside him now at Bdllage Grange. It was 
known that Justin was coming back with his wife 
and Miss Pansy, and all the villagers had turned out 
to catch a glance at them, though it was felt to be 
inopportune to give them any other welcome. All 
the Lynns who were in England were also coming, 
to stay at Herford Court while their affairs were 
settled, for Bichard could neither be moved from 
Rillage Grange, nor bear the noise of a number of 
visitors there. 

"Please God," said old Fosse, "we shall have 
Master Justin and Miss Pansy back among UB 
for good. Herford's never been itself with them 
away." 

"But Master Dick's the master still," objected 
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one of his hearers ; " Master Justin *ud be nought 
but a baiUiSf." 

"Master or bailiiSf/' answered old Fosse, **Her- 
ford 'ud be a diflferent place wi' Master Justin 
in it." 

"Th' old squire has well nigh ruined Rillage," 
said Dan Popham, from the home farm at Billage ; 
" they say Captain Lynn '11 find himself up to the 
neck in mortgages. He*d no share in his mother's 
fortune, bein' his father's heir, and he can't aiSford to 
live in the place now it's come to him. It's many a 
year since any one of us has clapped eyes on any o' 
th' Lynns, except Miss Di. What '11 they do with 
th' Grange, thinks-ta." 

" It'll be many a long week ere master Dick can be 
moved, if all's true," said another. 

""What 'ill Leah Dart do now?" asked a third; 
" she's not been a fine lady for long. Folks say there 
won't be a brass farthin' for her, when all's over — not a 
farthin'. She'll be sorry she turned up her nose at thee, 
Dan Popham." 

" I'd marry Leah Dart any day she'd have me," said 
Dan ; " she's a brave lass." 
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'' Leah's made up her mind to stay wi' Master Dick^ 
as long as he needs her," answered old Fosse. " She's 
saved his life, and now she'll take care of it, and she's 
a rare good nurse. Master Dick 'ill have every comfort 
nursin' can give him. And Leah has repented herself 
sore for all her folly and sin, and, please God ! she'll 
make a good woman yet." 

" If Master Justin comes back for good," said the 
woman who had spoken of Leah, '' which 'ill be mis- 
tress at Herford Ck)urt, the old madam, or the new 
one ? " 

That was a question none of them could answer. It 
was well known that Mrs. Herford set great store on 
her position as mistress of Herford, and had frequently 
declared that no new mistress could or should depose 
her. 

" Mrs. Cunliflfe 'ill miss gettin' her own way this 
time," remarked the same woman, who was notorious 
as a gossip in Herford. ** There's no chance of Master 
Dick ever gettin' married now, so Miss Jennie is safe. 
I thought as all Mrs. Cunliffe's eggs 'ud never get 
hatched; she'll have to put up wi' a few addled 
ones." 
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There was a general titter, understood by all bnt Did 
Fosse himself, who was the only person in Herford 
that did not know the history of Mrs. Conliffe's 
chickens. 

'^ Hush I hush I hush I " he said, in a kindly tone. 
<< we must all put up wi' addled eggs. Let's take care 
we don't hatch cockatrice eggs. There's a many sins 
have got a smooth white shell outside 'em, but when 
they're hatched they sting. I don't know what eggs 
Mrs. Cunli£fe has to do with, but poor Leah has hatched 
hers, and a pretty brood of sorrows are come of it. And 
we're all the same, all the same ; silly creatures that 
don't know what they're wishin' for." 

*' Here they come," shouted Dan Popham. 

Two carriages were coming down the valley, and the 
villagers stood aside under the hedgerows, the men 
taking o£f their caps, and the women curtseying in 
silence as they passed. There was a gravity and a 
sadness about this return, that struck painfully upon 
Pansy, who was looking eagerly from side to side 
at the old familiar faces. When the carriages were 
out of sight the people dispersed slowly to their own 
homes. 
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'* Didst-ta see Miss Pansy?" they asked one another. 
'' She looks like as if she was struck for death. It was 
like a funeral, their comin' back.*' 

'' God forbid ! " said Mrs. Fosse, and the other 
mothers in the yillage. 
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CHAPTEE XX. 



WILLING 8EBVI0E. 



T^HE Lynn family had met under somewhat strange 
curcumstances. Their father's death had bronght 
them together, yet there were no funeral rites to be 
attended. It would have been a relief to go through 
the ordinary ceremonies which follow death. For a day 
or two, until some idea had been gained as to the state 
of old Mr. Lynn's a£fairs, the sons passed away their 
time in rambling over the neglected estate, and the 
badly-cultivated fields of the home-farm, whilst Diana 
and one of her elder sisters, the only daughters living 
in England, were occupied in providing their mourning 
dresses. Diana alone mourned over her father, to 
whom she had given the best of her life, and for whom 
she had hoped against hope. The catastrophe she had 
always dreaded, and which she had averted during many 
years by a complete self-sacrifice, had overtaken him as 
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soon as she had left him to other guardianship. Ought 
she, then, to have remained with him ? 

Her father's widow was an encumbrance and embar- 
rassment. There was, of course, no provision for her, 
and none of Diana's brothers and sisters were willing to 
do anything for Leah, who kept herself out of sight as 
much as she could, with an instinctive feeling that they 
all blamed her for the sudden death of their father. 
When Diana saw her first, she was startled at the pale- 
ness of her face, and the traces of long continuous 
weeping about her eyes. Justin had sent Leah across 
to Herford Court to get over the inevitable meeting with 
his wife, which had been put off from day to day, and 
she fell down on her knees before Diana. 

** Oh, I shall never forgive myself for leavin' him ! " 
cried Leah ; " but I thought Master Dick was safe 
away, and there'd be nobody to come and tempt him. I 
did my best to be a good wife to him, only it were 
hard. Miss Di, never to see my own mother, and her 
frettin', and sendin' me scornful messages, as if I felt 
myself too grand to go and see her. Can you ever for- 
give me. Miss Di?" ' 

" I forgive you, if there is anything for me to for- 
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give/' answered Diana, and, moved by a sudden impulse 
of compassion and grief, she stooped and kissed Leah's 
pale face, which flushed with momentary pleasure. 
" Get up, Leah," she added, " and sit down here beside 
me. We have a good deal to talk about. My brother, 
Captain Lynn, and I have been thinking what can be 
done for you." 

" Don't do nothin' for me," she said, earnestly ; " it's 
my fault as you are not livin' still with your father, and 
takin' care of him. I deserve to be punished; and 
Uncle Fosse and me, we thought you might let me be 
servant." 

" No, no," interrupted Diana, " we must not let our 
father's widow go into service." v 

" Listen only a minute," urged Leah, " servant to 
Master Dick ; his nurse, you know. I was afraid you 
wouldu't, perhaps, let me be, because I know I'm Leah 
Lynn now — old Squire Lynn's wife. But I'd never call 
myself by his name, and I'd never, never speak as if 
I'd belonged to you, if you'd only give your consent to 
me bein' servant to Master Dick. He'll want somebody 
faithful now that he'll never set his foot to the floor 
again ; aud I'd rather wait on him than be the finest 
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lady in the land. It will be a hard thing to have old 
Mrs. Herford for a mistress, after I've been on a level 
with her, and been her visitor, and I know she'll make 
it as bad as bad can be ; but I'll put up with it, I will 
indeed, Miss Di. Master Justin, he'd be satisfied if 
his poor brother was well done by, as long as I was 
about him." 

" I'm sure he would be, Leah," said Diana. 

**He groans and mourns all day long, and all night 
too," continued Leah, with tears in her eyes, "it almost 
breaks my heart to hear him. ' Oh, God ! oh, God ! ' 
he cries, hundreds and hundreds of times. And I'm 
no scholar, like you ; and I'm not in favour wi' God, 
like Uncle Fosse. He isn't any scholar, but he speaks 
as if God told him the very words he ought to say. I 
never know what to say to Master Dick, and I can 
do nothin' to comfort him, only smoothin' his pillow, 
and fetchin' him somethin' to eat or drink. If you'd 
come and see him! He thinks all the world 0' 
you." 

" I'll come gladly," replied Diana. 

" I know I'm nothin' better than a common servant- 
girl," said Leah, humbly, " and he only used to make 
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game o' me, so it 'ud be no use me sayin ailythin', 
even if I knew how. But you're a lady, and he thinks 
all the world o* you." 

It cost Leah a pang to own this in so many words. 
Tliough she had risked her life for Richard Herford, 
and was willing to devote it to his service, he thought 
nothing of her, whilst he thought all the world of 
Diana, who had never given to him a moment's care. 
She could not explain it to herself. Eichard Herford 
had never been like Justin, who seemed to belong 
altogether to another sphere than hers. Richard had 
always chosen to associate with people like himself. 
Then how was it that he could think so much of Diana, 
and find merely a subject of ridicule in her own devotion 
and love to him ? 

" And oh ! Miss Di," she continued, " his mother 
can't comfort him, no more than me. She sits and 
cries, and wails by his bedside, and never says a word 
to cheer him up. * We shall have to live all the rest of 
our days in this hole,' she says, * there's no more com- 
pany for us, and no pleasure in life. I'm a miserable 
woman,' she says. Sometimes Master Dick pretends 
to be asleep, when he hears her come in. * Leah,' he 
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said, last night, * what have I done to bring my father's 
curses on me ? Justin says he took them off before he 
died, but they've overtaken me all the same, I made 
him miserable, and now I'm miserable. Even my 
mother looks on me as a burden.' * You're no burden 
to me, Master Dick,' I said; * 1 love to wait on you.' 
But it was no good, he only groaned deeper than ever ; 
and I heard him callin', * Oh, God ! oh, God ! ' like a 
child that's lost its way, and is callin' for its mother." 

Leah hid her face in her hands, weeping bitterly, and 
Diana wept too. It was pitiful to them both to think 
of Richard Herford suddenly struck down in his full 
vigour, but Diana's grief and pity were nothing to 
Leah's. 

"What I want to ask," resumed Leah, **is to be 
only his nurse, Leah Dart, just as if I'd never called 
myself anythin' else. I know you and Captain Lynn, 
and the rest, have a right to settle what I ought to do, 
because I was your father's wife, but folks will forget 
all that by-and-by. It was a silly blunder 0' mine, and 
I'm rightly punished for it. I'm young and strong, 
and I might take care o' Master Dick as long as he 
lives. Oh, my dear Miss Di, he'll need somebody very 
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true and patient, to take care of him. The doctors say 
by-and-by, maybe not for some years yet, but the mis- 
chief 'ill creep up to his head, and he'll be quite silly, 
like a poor idiot. He'll need somebody to love him very 
faithful then ; and there's nobody in the world but me. 
Other folks might be cruel to him ; and it breaks my 
heart already to think he might be badly dealt by. 
Perhaps it's the work God has set for me ; I'd like to 
think it was, it 'd be so kind of Him. If I could only 
fancy God was sayin', * Leah, you take care of this poor 
Master Dick for Me,' I could keep on for hundreds o' 
years. That 'ud give me all the help I want." 

" Leah," said Diana, taking her large red hand 
between her own, " I believe God has set you this 
work to do. It will be a great sacrifice for you, my 
poor girl; but I believe you can do it. Yes; you 
shall take care of him if you will." 

*' You'll let me be Master Dick's servant ! " exclaimed 
Leah. 

" With all my heart ; it's a noble thing to do," 
answered Diana. ** Did you never hear what Jesus 
said, ' Whosoever is chief among you let him be your 
servant; even as the Son of Man came not to be 
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ministered unto, but to minister, and to give His life a 
ransom for many?' You are choosing wisely now, 
Leah." 

" I don't know much about Him," she said, with 
kindling eyes, **but it's somethin' like what Uncle 
Fosse says. Do you mean that Jesus Christ was like 
a servant, a real servant, doin' real work that was 
beneath him ? Not makin' believe to work like grand 
folks do. I • never thought of that before. I wish I 
had, before I began to wish to be a lady. I'll think 
about that when I grow tired and low. And I'll keep 
myself under to Mrs. Herford, however aggravatin' 
she is. If I could only be a right good woman at last, 
I'd put up with anythin'. Jesus Christ doin' real 
work that was beneath him ! Oh, Miss Di, what a 
foolish woman I have been ! " 

Leah went back to Eillage Grange with a lightened 
heart. She knew very well that a dreary life lay before 
her ; and that the service she had entered upon would 
be a hard one. Not for her would there be any of the 
common joys and sorrows of her own class ; no small, 
quiet home of her o^n ; neither husband nor child. 
She had forfeited all these; and in their place was 
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allotted to her a life of constant care and weariness ; 
sleepless nights and anxious days. Yet she felt glad, 
she hardly knew why. Her path hy the cliflfs led her 
past the almost hidden cove where she had faced death, 
while choosing to remain faithful to Kichard Herford. 

With slow and cautious steps she felt her way to the 
summit, of the precipice, and, lying down, stretched 
her head over the edge to catch a glimpse of the strip 
of sand far below her. The waves were running in 
upon it, curling and rippling in the sunshine, as if 
playing with one another ; but none the less stealthily 
creeping over it, and cutting oflf all means of escape 
from it. If she had forsaken her charge, and left 
Kichard Herford there in his unconsciousness, death 
would have been certain. Thank God ! she had kept 
true. 

But as Leah went on her way, slowly and thought- 
fully, it seemed to her that the doom stealthily creeping 
onwards upon Richard Herford was like the treacherous 
tide she had been gazing on from the perilous stand- 
point. It might come slowly, but there was no escape 
from it. No love or pity could save him. It would be 
her lot to watch its inroads and encroachments ; to sit 
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by, and see him sinking into helpless imbecility. For 
the hours she had waited under the cliffs for deli- 
verance, there would be years to wait for the only 
deliverance that could come to release Eichard Herford. 
Could she remain all those years beside him ? 

** God keep me true ! " cried Leah in her inmost 
heart. 
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CHAPTEK XXI. 



A HIBED SEBYANT. 



TT was several weeks before Diana could gather courage 
and strength sufficient to revisit her old home. The 
shock of her father's death had been too great and too 
sudden for her \o rally quickly from the blow. The 
dreary circumstances attending it preyed upon her 
spirits ; and Justin, who was compelled by the duties 
of his secretaryship to leave Herford for days together, 
would not listen to any project of her visiting Billage 
Grange, and his brother Kichard, until she had in 
a measure recovered her natural balance. 

Justin was fully awake to the difficulties of his owm 
and his brother's position with regard to each other, 
and to the estate. There was no hope of even a partial 
recovery for Richard from the fatal injury to the spine, 
which reduced him to the state of a helpless and bed- 
ridden cripple. How many years he might linger on 
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in this condition would be due to the manner in which 
he bore his terrible doom, and to the faithfulness of his 
nurse and attendants. Yet he was the owner of Her- 
ford, and had a clear right to dispose of it as he chose. 
No doubt, at present, he fully intended to bequeath it 
to Justin ; but there was nothing to prevent him, in 
the future, from leaving it to any stranger who might 
seek to gain an undue influence over his weakened 
brain. Kichard must fall more and more under the 
impulses of mere caprice and whim ; and as his mind 
grew feebler his passions would grow stronger. There 
must be to the end an utter uncertainty of succeeding 
to his possessions. 

Yet the estate needed a master. Already, during 
the twelve months since Justin had given it up, aflFairs 
had fallen into some disorder. His quick eye discerned, 
it, as he rode over the farm attached to Herford Court; 
and inquired into the progress of the trade he had 
started by the coasting craft, which had succeeded so 
well under his own direction. There had not been 
time for any serious neglect or falling oflf ; but there 
was the beginning of it to be detected everywhere. It 
annoyed Justin, as it annoys every man whose heart is 
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in his work, to see that on which he has hestowed much 
lahour and thought falling into decay and ruin. Now 
that Richard was absolutely disabled, though he could 
not ruin himself and his estate by reckless Extrava- 
gances, neither could he look after his own affairs at all. 
Henceforth he must see only through the eyes of 
another man, issue his orders through another man's 
mouth, and leave everything in another man's hands. 

Justin's love for Herford was too deeply rooted ever 
to be altogether eradicated. He had entered heartily 
into his new work, and enjoyed it with the vigour and 
healthy enjoyment of a man who feels that he is living 
a conscientious and useful life. But in Herford, he 
felt that the prosperity and peace of the whole place 
was in a great measure due to himself, and dependent 
upon him. His friendship for many of the homely 
fishermen was as true a friendship as can exist between 
man and man. It had been very pleasant to him to 
dwell among them, as he had done, in an almost patri- 
archal fashion ; their head and leader ; the chieftain 
whom they were all willing to follow loyally. There 
were many life-long ties uniting them to him, and him 
to them. It had been a grievous thing to him to leave 
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them to Richard ; it was hardly less grievous to think 
of them being left to the direction of a hireling. 

Slowly the project formed itself in his mind to come 
back to Herford, as Richard's bailiflf. This meant to 
be a servant where he had been master ; a servant to an 
imperious and capricious employer. He would not be 
Herford of Herford. Richard had resented his change 
of name, and refused to call him by the family sur- 
name ; and though he had now a legal right to the 
name of Herford it was possible that Richard would 
persist in calling him by his old surname. Continual 
vexations and mortifications would beset him. There 
would be nothing to gain for. himself; but very much 
for Richard, for Herford, and for the people who had 
been his care during so many years. 

His post in London could be filled up immediately 
by scores of men as well qualified for its duties as him- 
self. But who else could fill this post as he could? 
His love for Herford and his regard for its interests had 
pleaded strongly on the wrong side, in those sharp and 
bitter conflicts which had preceded his resignation of 
the estate to his haK-brother. All the weight these 
considerations had had then, ought, to influence him 
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now. If he could serve God and man better at Herford 
than elsewhere, it was his duty to trample under foot 
any mere dread of encountering yexations and mortifi- 
cations. Was he not called upon to '' consider Him 
who endured such contradictions of sinners against 
Himself/' and not to be weary and faint in his mind? 
^' It is enough for the disciple that he be as his master, 
and the servant as his lord." 

There was the Billage estate too ; the lands belonging 
to Diana's brother, lying side by side with the Herford 
estate. Captain Lynn, the heir, could not live upon it, 
and he was already seeking an agent to take it into his 
hands. Justin had often revolved schemes in his mind 
for developing the natural resources of his neighbour's 
lands, and from time to time had tried to arouse old 
Squire Lynn to some energy. It would not be too much 
to take charge of both Herford and Billage. There 
would be no magisterial duties to discharge ; and the 
claims of society upon him would be few when he 
was known to be no longer the owner but the bailiff of 
Herford. Why should he not be his brother's bailiff? 
Every day that he was at Herford Court he crossed the 
cliffs to Billage Grange, to spend some time with him. 
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and strengthen and comfort him under the great 
calamity that had overwhelmed him. There was a 
pathetic helplessness ahout Eichard that touched the 
deepest chord of brotherhood in Justin's nature. He 
thought of his mother, too, querulous and unhappy, 
for whom he still cherished •half-pitiful, half -chivalrous 
affection. How was he to leave these two utterly 
dependent, utterly miserable beings to the care of mere 
hirelings ? 

Here, more than anywhere else, he could follow 
closely the footsteps of his Lord. There was no repu- 
tation to be gained, neither dignity nor glory. Ambi- 
tion must fade away out of his path. K he was to save 
others he could not save himself. 

He had fully, though gradually, made up his mind 
what he would do, before Diana found courage enough 
to venture upon going to see Eichard in her old home. 
Her brother, Captain Lynn, the poor heir of the im- 
poverished estate, was with her, as well as Justin, and 
the three stood looking down upon Killage Grange from 
the steep brow of the hill immediately above it. It lay 
directly below them in the bright sunshine; The decay- 
ing roof was picturesque with its tufts of yellow house- 



2o8 Throtigh a Needles Eye. 

leek and stonecrop growing luxuriantly npon it, and 
tlie tangled garden looked green and wild. Bat none 
the less the light shone pitilessly on ruin and decay. 
Diana gazed down upon it with bitter sorrow. It had 
never seemed so dreary and desolate before, and the 
sight of it after a few months of absence struck her 
with sudden force. Yet it was her home, and it was 
dear to her. Her brother, who stood beside her, was 
looking down on his inheritance with a gloomy and 
embittered expression. 

** It was a pretty place once, and now it's hardly 
worth an old song," said Captain Lynn : "yet after all 
it's mine. The poor old place has belonged to us for 
centuries almost, and I should not like to lose it. What 
am I to do with it, Herford ? " 

** It will be years before you can come to it," answered 
Justin, ** you must nurse your estate for your son. Put 
it into tolerable repair, and let it on a long lease, that 
will make it worth while for your tenants to spend 
money on it." 

** Tenants ! where shall I find a tenant?" asked 
Captain Lynn ; ** a tumble-down dilapidated old place ! 
And who would bury themselves alive here ? " 
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'' I can offer you a tenant as soon as Bichard can be 
taken home," answered Justin. ** Would you take 
Diana and me?" 

" Diana and you ! '* Captain Lynn repeated. 

" Yes,'* said Justin, " we have been talking over 
matters, and Diana and I cannot see anything better to 
be done than for me to become bailiff for both your 
estate and Bichard's. You are looking out for an agent, 
but you really need a farm -bailiff; and I am better 
qualified than any one else. The lands on both of them 
are as well known to me as Diana's face is, and I know 
how to make the best of them. If you accept my offer 
we will settle down here as soon as Bichard returns to 
Herford. You can make yourself happy here, Diana ?" 

" Anywhere with you,*' she answered, looking up to 
him through her tears. 

"But, good heavens!" exclaimed Captain Lynn, 
" you a bailiff, Herford ! " 

"I must be that or a secretary," said Justin, 

smiling. **I can be my own master no longer, with 

my living to get. I can be anything — anywhere — 

God with me." 

"It would be first-rate for me," resumed Captain 
VOL. n. p 
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Lynn, after a short silence, " and for Dick Harford. 
We shall be too selfish to say ' No ' to it. Diana would 
be at home again, too, and of course no one would look 
upon you as a mere bailiff, you know. The estate is 
certain to come to you sooner or later ; and it will be 
all the better for you in the long run. Dick Herford 
would be a rascally scoundrel if he left it away from 
you. You always had a long head, Justin." 

A long head ! Justin winced a little at these words. 
But he had not renounced his ambition with any idea 
that the world would understand and applaud the 
sacrifice. What did it matter if the whole world 
thought he was scheming ? God knew he would give 
all he had to set Bichard on his feet again, and see 
him once more at the head of his own house. Diana 
knew why he was acting as he had purposed; and 
surely his brother would know! 

They went down into the valley and entered the 
dreary house. Not a sound was to be heard in any of 
its rooms, for profound stillness was necessary for 
Bichard Herford. The farm-yard, that lay a field or 
two away, had been cleared, that no sharp or sudden 
noise should break the silence. The door was opened 
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and closed again by Justin with great caution, and 
their footsteps fell softly on the matted floor of the 
passages. They waited for a few minutes in Diana's 
sitting-room for Mrs. Herford to come to see them. 
She entered silently and dejectedly, and greeted them 
with tears. 

'^ It's like a tomb," she said, '' always just like this. 
We might as well be buried alive. Poor dear Mrs. 
CunliflFe came to see me yesterday, and Dick declared 
he could hear her voice through three walls and up a 
flight of stairs. He sent Leah to tell me I must not 
ask her to stay to dinner; after that long walk too! 
She was as much disappointed as I was, but what could 
we do ? She says she can spare Jenny to live with me 
as long as I'm here, and Mr. Cunliffe doesn't object to 
her coming now ; but Bichard says no. * It*s not fit 
for a young girl,' he says; 'it's too gloomy.' Then 
how can it be fit for me ?" 

No one appeared able to answer this question, and 
a short silence followed, broken by Mrs. Herford's 
sighs. 

'' Can he see no one?" asked Diana. 

"Oh yes! my brother-in-law Watson is with him 
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now/* said Mrs. Herford peevishly^ '^ and he's been to 
see him a good deal lately — on business, he says; 
though he never gives me a hint of what it may be. 
His will, I fancy ; and he might ask my opinion, I'm 
sure. If his poor father had consulted me, we should 
not have had all these troubles. And old Fosse has 
been with him. Old Fosse's voice is ten times louder 
than Mrs. Gunliffe's. He doesn't complain of Leah's 
voice either. It's only one of his whims, and I'm to 
be made the slave of them." 

'' Master Dick's ready to see Miss Di and Master 
Justin," said Leah, opening the door, and entering the 
room a step or two, in her plain black dress and white 
cap. She curtsied deeply to Captain Lynn, and stood 
at the door to close it after Justin and Diana, as a 
servant would do. There was nothing in her manner 
to denote that she was the mistress of the house or the 
widow of its late owner. Leah was carrying out her 
resolve to be nothing more than Bichard Herford's 
servant. 
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CHAPTEK XXn. 



RIGHT AT LAST. 



mIME seemed to be standing still for Eichard Herford ; 
-*• he measured it no longer by days, and weeks, and 
months. It might have been years already since he 
awoke to consciousness to find himself a prisoner within 
the four walls of the room, which he was powerless to 
quit. He could not even reach the window to catch a 
moment's glimpse of the sky and cliffs. To all about 
him the calamity that had befallen him was yet new 
and recent ; to himself it felt centuries old. It had 
happened so long since that all his former life had 
withdrawn into a past, spent and ended ages ago. 
Childhood, and boyhood, and manhood were all blended 
into one distant phase of beauty and gladness ; for he 
was a man no longer, he said to himself in bitterness. 
There was no perspective in his past life. The great 
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golf which lay between it and the present set it so bx 
apart from him that all its long line of years were 
concentrated into a single point. He had lived; he 
was living no longer. 

''How long is it, Leah, how long is it?" he asked 
frequently ; and when she told him it was yet only so 
many days or weeks since he had set his sails to the 
wind and felt the salt spray on his face, he listened in 
mute anguish. Was it not rather centuries ? thousands 
of years? There were no terms broad enough to 
express the endlessness of the period which separated 
him from the common months and years of common 
life. Henceforth there would be no change of seasons 
for him ; nothing but the change from day to night ; 
and even that with no sight of the sun by day, or of the 
moon and stars by night. 

" Justin," he said, one morning, ** would to God I'd 
been drowned with old Lynn ! It would have been 
better for us both ; and you'd have been Herford of 
Herford again." 

Herford of Herford ! He could not be that himself; 
he was no man, but a mere log, and cumberer of the 
ground. What was Herford to him ? He would never 



Right at Last. 215 



more ride over his fields^ or hoist his sails^ or welcome 
his old comrades to his open house. There was nothing 
left to him but to lie as he was^ with no gleam of 
pleasure, except those that came to him through the 
ministry of Justin, and Diana, and Pansy. Diana had 
not yet been to see him, but Pansy had insisted upon 
staying near him, ready to come to his side and talk as 
cheerily as she knew how, or sing to him quiet, homely 
country songs in her sweet low voice. Pansy was some- 
thing lovely and delicate to look at, and her gentle 
movements soothed him. Justin's daily visits, when 
he was at Herford Court, were a break in the gloomy 
monotony of the days. How was he to tide over the 
days, if these almost endless spells of light could be 
called days, when they were gone back to London ? 

If Justin were settled at Herford again, he would 
make sure of the friendship and constant neighbourhood 
of his brother. His mother and he could stay at Eillage 
Grange; for what did it matter to him in what dull 
chamber his log of a body might lie? Leah would 
live with them ; for she had promised never to leave 
him. With Justin and Diana little more than two miles 
away, he could reckon on their frequent companionship ; 
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and Pansy, little Heartsease, as he called her, might 
be with him almost constantly. How could he make 
sure of having them all about him ? 

Justin could not live at Herford without a sufficient 
income to keep it up; and' if he had the income of 
the estate, it would be better for him to have the estate 
itself, with all the power and influence it carried with 
it. Richard cared for money only so far as it procured 
him personal enjoyment. There had always been a 
Tein of reckless liberality in his temperament, which 
had hitherto taken the form of lavish expenditure, by 
no means incompatible with selfish disregard to the 
claims of others. As long as he could fritter away his 
means upon pleasure, he had found it impossible to 
spare any for other purposes. But his pleasures were 
ended for ever; and as he could no loDger use his 
money himself, he was willing to hand it over to others. 
He had no love of mere accumulation. 

His Uncle Watson, whom he consulted, assured him 
that he could not execute a will, making Justin his 
heir, which he would not have power himself to revoke, 
as long as he was of sound mind in the eye of the law. 
Bichard knew that he dare not trust himself, and his 
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capricious humour ; and he was equally sure that 
Justin could not trust him. In any hour of pique and 
resentment; he might disinherit his brother, and give 
over his old family estate to a stranger. Justin had 
already made the name of Herford of Herford better 
known and more honoured in the county than it had 
ever been ; and it was in Eichard's power to reinstate 
him. If Justin were made absolute master again, it 
would set him free to act as he chose, which would be 
impossible if he were merely his brother's heir, waiting 
for his death. 

Eichard turned the scheme over in his own mind, 
and talked of it to Leah, and old Fosse, cautiously at 
first, but with increasing pleasure every time he spoke 
of it. He would retain a good income for himself; but 
the bulk of the property should be made over to Justin 
again. Mr. Watson approved of the plan heartily. He 
had always been proud of his nephew Justin, though 
Dick had been his favourite ; and to see the former 
Herford of Herford once more, and immediately, 
gratified his pride. Each one of his three counsellors 
encouraged Eichard in his design. 

Mr. Watson and he were discussing the prelimi- 
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nary arrangements when Richard was told that Diana 
had at last re-visited her old home in order to see him. 
Bnt though Justin and Pansy had described his condi- 
tion to her, Diana was taken by surprise when she saw 
the change that had passed oyer him. She was deeply 
agitated herself, for he was occupying her father's bed- 
room, and was lying on his bed, utterly helpless, save 
for the feeble movement of the hand stretched out to 
her as she approached him. His face was pale and 
worn, but it was more like Justin's than it had been 
before ; and his eyes looked up earnestly to hers, with 
a pathetic moumfulness of appeal in them. Diana 
bent over him, and laid her lips gently upon his fore- 
head, whilst her hand returned the faint pressure of 
his nerveless fingers. 

** Thank you, Diana ; God bless you! " he exclaimed. 
He had known her and almost worshipped her from 
his boyhood, and the tears started into his eyes as he 
looked up into her pitying face. 

*'I would do anything for you," she said eagerly* 
'' Justin and I will do anything in the world. You are 
our brother. There is nothing we are not ready to 
give up to comfort and help you." 
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" I am sure of it," he answered. 

" Yes," she continued, stroking back the heavy hair 
&om his hot forehead with her cool caressing fingers, 
" I shall often be with you now. You shall not be left 
alone. Justin and I have agreed that he shall be your 
steward and bailiff, to carry out your orders and attend 
to your interests; and as much as I can, I will be 
your nurse. Justin is fit to be a king," said Diana, 
glancing round proudly at her husband, " but he will 
take the place of a servant to you, to take care of you, 
and your estate, and your people. You will know now 
that he is a good man ; that he did not take your place 
to wrong you. As soon as you came back, he gave up 
all to you of his own free will. My husband has 
always been a good true man." 

" Yes, I know it," said Bichard with a faint smile. 

" Diana is in a hurry to tell you our plans," said 
Justin ; " but you can think it over, Dick. Herford 
and Eillage will want somebody to take care of them, 
and they are no more than I can manage well. Between 
,0,, ,.u „d 0.1*™ L,.. ^ p.r M. . fair «.U,, 
and Diana and I will live here after you are gone home 
again. I should be close to you, and should see you 
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almoBt overy day ; yon would be sore of haTing IMaos 
and Pansy often. I think yon will find it yeiy mneh 
to your interest, when you come to look at it quietly.** 

" tt*i a good plan// interposed Mr. Watson abrupt 
and eagerly, lest Justin's proposal should turn Bichard 
from his purpose, '' but Dick's plan is ten times better. 
Sit down, my dear,** he said, placing a chair for Dians, 
''sit down, and let Richard tell you what he has 
proposed to do.** 

A short silence fell upon them. Diana felt a little 
ohill of disappointment, as if Justin's magnanimous 
sacrifice of his own interests was being undervalued, 
and her clear dark eyes were fixed upon Richard's fsice 
inquiringly. He could not keep silence under their 
grave scrutiny. 

** How long will it be before I could be taken 
home ? ** he asked in the languid tones of pain. 

** Months, perhaps,** answered Justin. 

" Months ? ** said Richard mournfully. *' No, never, 
till I am carried out dead. I may as well live here as 
anywhere else, if you call this living. Why should I 
undergo the agony of being moved ? I'm not so fond 
of Herford that I want to die where my poor old father 
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died. I should think of his curses more at Herford 
than here. No ; leave me in peace here ; I'll never go 
back to Herford Court." 

*' Who will live there, then ? " asked Justin. 

*' You and Diana and your children," replied Bichard. 
'< I'm not a dog in the manger, to keep what I can 
never enjoy. God knows, you are best fitted to be 
Herford of Herford, and I'm going to give it up to 
you again." 

"No, no ! " interrupted Justin. 

" Hold your tongue, Justin ! " cried Mr. Watson ; 
" Dick's in the right. You're not to be the only one 
to do a noble thing. Go on, Dick, my boy. It's a 
grand thing to do ; a noble first-rate thing. You'll 
think of it many a time after it's done, and be glad 
and proud that you did it." 

This little draught of praise acted as a stimulant to 
Bichard's resolution. He met Diana's earnest gaze 
with a smile, and spoke again with a stronger voice. 

"I shall be glad to think of you both living at 
Herford Court," he said ; " and, Justin, I'm about to 
make over almost all to you. They say — ^Leah told 
mcy and if it's not true you can say so — that the longer 



222 ' Through a Needless Eye. 

I live the weaker my brain will grow. It's an awfdl 
thing to think of. There will come a time when I 
might be foolish enongh to do a rascally thing — snch 
as leaving my lands away from yon. Let me do a 
grand thing now, while I can. Perhaps God will let it 
be some atonement. It will be better for my sonl, 
than if I kept all in my own hands." 

^^I cannot say anything now," answered Justin, 
** but it is a grand thing for you to do. Dick, my boy, 
I'd give worlds to have you my little brother again ; 
and see you grow up master of Herford. I would do 
more than I did to help you to be good and true. 
Would to God we could recall the past ! " 

'^ Old Fosse is eager for it," continued Richard, 
" and Uncle Watson approves of it. What can I do 
with lands and money ? Let me have you and Diana 
and Pansy always near me ; it is the only comfort I 
can have now. You shall call your eldest son Eichard ; 
and there will be a better Dick Herford than I could 
ever have been. You cannot say anything but yes to 
it, Justin." 

But Justin was in no haste to bring the question to 
a conclusion. He insisted upon Bichard taking three 
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months longer to consider his purpose, and to take the 
highest opinion as to the possibiKty of his future 
recovery. He had no desire to snatch hastily again 
the prize for which he had once forfeited his integrity. 
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CHAPTER XXTTT. 



A OBEY DAY. 



rrHEKE was aniversal joy in Herford when it was 
announced that Justin was coming back to the 
Court as its actual owner. The circumstances of his 
reinstatement did not admit of any outward demon- 
strations of rejoicings ; but the congratulations offered 
to him were feiTent and deep. Old Fosse was trium- 
phant in his thanksgivings. Philip Cunliffe felt as 
profound a joy as any one in welcoming back his 
friend; and Mrs. Cunliffe expressed her rapture of 
delight, in terms as enthusiastic as if she had not 
tasted a moment's happiness since she had lost sight of 
Justin and Pansy. It was autumn before Justin would 
finally accept the settlement Bichard was prepared to 
make, and before he found himself once more Herford 
of Herford. But already he had resumed his old li£e, 
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as if lie had never quitted it. The former routine, full 
of pleasant and congenial occupation to him, had 
closed round him, and filled up his days and weeks. 
There was only one change in his home ; Diana was in 
the place of his mother, at the head of his house. 
Had he, then, paid the full penalty for his old trans- 
gression ? All the world was ready to forget it, and 
blot it out of remembrance, now he was back again in 
his old sphere. In a little while it would cease to note 
that Eichard had been Herford of Herford for the 
space of one short year. Had the dead past buried 
its dead? 

That which hurts us most in life is, that there is no 
retracing of our steps, no calling back of the fugitive 
hours ; no possibility of undoing that which is once 
done. Every sin has an immortal existence. For- 
given it may be, and forgotten for a while. But it can 
never be with us as it would have been had that sin 
never been bom. It meets us again and again through 
life ; whispers to us in quiet moments ; looks across 
the years to us with its pale sad face, and in unex- 
pected ways reminds us that it is ours ; it belongs to 
us. It is the lie our own lips spoke ; the wrong our 
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own hearts were guilty of. Eternity itself, heaven 
itself, cannot set straight that crooked line. 

Sometimes still, when Justin met his friend Philip 
Cunliffe, tranquiUy and contentedly trudging on foot, 
in any weather, to some distant comer in his parish, 
for no other purpose than to visit some sick old woman 
or look after a truant child, it filled his mind with 
thoughts as to how it would have been with himself 
had he remained the vicar of Herford, and continued 
to dwell in the little vicarage, with Pansy growing up 
beside him. If he had explained the mistake that had 
been made in burning his stepfather's wiU, Richard 
would have come home, and entered at once upon his 
inheritance ; and he would have been nothing else, if 
he remained in Herford, than its poor vicar. He was 
the squire now, rightfully and securely. Had he given 
too high a price for his possessions ? 

The payment was not to be remitted, because he had 
at last retraced his steps into the narrow pathway of 
integrity. There was a sleeping dread in the deepest 
recesses of his heart, that he had still the heaviest 
portion of his penalty to bear. He talked, and looked, 
and acted as a man free from anxiety; yet he was 
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conscious of a lurking anxiety, which he dared not face. 
He was more fully occupied than ever; but in the 
midst of all his occupations, he kept an almost stealthy 
watch over Pansy, marking every change in her face, 
and listening to every word she spoke. 

Justin's love for his daughter was something apart 
from all other love. She had been bom whilst he was 
still in his earliest manhood ; when he had no one else 
to love, after his first hasty, boyish marriage had 
proved a mistake and blunder. Her mother's death 
had thrown the child in utter dependence upon his 
care ; and every stage of Pansy's life stood fresh and 
clear in his memory. He could recall a hundred 
images of her to his mind. When his eyes rested 
upon her changed face, he recollected the rosy merry 
girl, who had filled the old rooms of the Court with 
innocent fun and frolic; the questioning little child, 
with the shrewd curiosity of childhood, running at his 
side through the village street ; the small, helpless 
baby lying* in his arms, or sleeping in her cradle on his 
study hearth. She represented every phase of child- 
hood and girlhood to him; and his love for her was 
woven through and through the tissue of his life. 

Q 2 
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It was quite evident that Pansy was not regaining 
her former bloom and strength in her native air. She 
spent a large portion of her time at Rillage Grange, as 
if she chose the stillness and the gloom there, in pre- 
ference to her old home under its changed aspects. 
Before long the walk over the cliflfs proved too rough 
and fatiguing for her ; and Justin was obliged to drive 
her round by the road, and leave her with his mother 
when the weather was unsettled. He began to miss 
her from his home often enough to feel what a blank 
would be there, if she were gone never to return. It 
was plain that it was no longer home-srckness that 
preyed upon her. 

Mrs. Cunliffe had at last found a suitable situation for 
Jenny, as governess in Sir Robert Fortescue's family; and 
she was never weary of retailing any little piece of news 
which came to her in Jenny's letters. Pansy, who had 
no other chance of hearing the Fortescues mentioned, 
sometimes listened with eager intentness, and some- 
times fled away to the refuge of her old room, empty of 
its poor and trifling treasures, which had been swept 
away by her grandmother, as soon as she and Justin 
had quitted Herford Court. 
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" Jenny tells me quite a secret," said Mrs. Cunliffe, 
one morning to Diana and Pansy; ''it is a secret at 
present, but of course it will not be so very long ; so I 
shall betray no confidence by mentioning it to you. 
Mr. Eobert Fortescue is your cousin-german, I believe ; 
your first cousin's son ? If I am wrong you must 
kindly set me right, dear Mrs. Herford." 

"You are not wrong," answered Diana coldly; "but 
I have never seen much of them." 

" Still you are the same family," continued Mrs, 
Cunlifio, " and they speak most kindly of you. Lady 
Fortescue asked Jenny how dear Pansy was the other 
day ; and spoke of having seen her in London, when 
she made her debut there. Very likely you saw Mr, 
Robert Fortescue in London, Pansy ? " 

" Yes," she answered, her heart beating fast and 
painfully. 

"An exceedingly fine young man, Jenny says," 
pursued Mrs. Cunliflfe, "and only four-and-twenty. 
He is about to make a most excellent match — quite a 
wealthy alliance with the only child of a London 
banker. All the family are exceedingly pleased ; but 
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yon must not mention it to any living creature, for 
fear of bringing my poor Jenny into trouble." 

**I shall never speak of it," said Pansy, rising 
abruptly from her chair. The colour flushed to 
her pale cheeks, and deepened into crimson as she 
met Diana's eyes. She crossed over to . the sofa 
on which her stepmother was lying, and kissed her 
tenderly. 

"I'm going away to old Fosse," she whispered; 
" don't let Mrs. Cunlifie come with me." 

" Mrs. Cunlifie will stay with me," said Diana aloud; 
" and, Pansy, you call at the Vicarage, and bring Mr. 
Cunlifie back with you to dinner." 

It was a grey day of autumn, with no break in the 
clouds, and no gleam of sunshine upon the sea. All 
the brightness seemed to have fled from the earth; 
and the green fields themselves looked dark and dull. 
The little village street, and the beach, and the strip of 
sand, were gathered into the same gloom. It was not 
cold, but Pansy shivered and trembled as she drew her 
cloak round her. She saw old Fosse at work in his 
garden, but she hurried swiftly past. If she could but 
bear up calmly till she was out of sight of every one, 
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she might give way to her sorrow and anguish when 
she was on the solitary rocks beneath the light- 
house. 

Her girlish face wore a look of grey despair as she 
sped along the rough and narrow track. She felt no 
fatigue ; and the chill that made her shiver was not in 
the westerly wind. But as she turned the sharp comer 
of the lantern rock, beyond which she expected to be 
alone and unseen, she started to see the stone bench 
occupied by her father. 

Justin's face was grey and sad like her own. He 
had heard that morning the news which he knew would 
pierce his daughter's heart ; and he had come to this 
spot to think over how he should break it to her. 
They stood looking at each other for a minute, and 
then, with a low heart-broken cry. Pansy ran to him 
and flung herself upon his breast. 

" Father ! " she cried, " father ! " 

" My darling ! " he said. 

** Am I very wicked ? " she sobbed. " I thought it 
would all come right somehow — and now it can never 
be right. Diana is very happy ; she never loved any 
one but you. Why did anybody ever think I should 
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be rich, and have Herford for my own ? Father, I've 
lost everything." 

" You have not lost me," he answered. 

*' Yes, I've lost you," she said vehemently. *' I 
never thought there would be any one before me with 
you; and I grew up so. Oh! I am very wicked. 
Everything is changed or gone. I am living in a 
dream — a bad dream. There is Herford, and the same 
houses, and the same people; and yet they are all 
altered. They can never, never be the same as they 
used to be. You did not bring me up to bear with 
trouble, did you, father ? And yet trouble will come." 

" My darling ! what can I do for you ? " he asked. 

" Nothing," she answered, " nothing ; there is 
nothing can be done. Would you be very sorry if I 
died ? I should choose to die, if you would not grieve 
too much." 

''Pansy," he said, "it would well-nigh break my 
heart." 

She lifted up her head, and looked at him with a 
brighter gleam in her blue eyes. She almost smiled 
as she gazed at his sorrowful face. 

" That comforts me," she said, sighing; ''and yet 
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I should be grieved if you were grieved. Father, I've 
tried to get better, and I cannot. I'm just like a 
pansy trodden under foot ; you could never set it on 
its poor little stalk again. I thought the whole world 
was good and beautiful, and all at once I found out 
how cruel and bad it was. That crushed me down. I 
never was strong and brave ; and when I found every- 
body was different from what I thought, it killed me. 
I've never been alive, as I used to be, since that 
time." 

" Pansy," cried Justin, "if I lose you, my punish- 
ment will be more than I can bear." 

" No, no," said Pansy ; " it's all my fault, father. If 
I only had loved God more. He would have given me 
strength ; and He will give you strength to bear it. You 
will be happy again without me some day. I think 
of it sometimes, as if I shall be living then, and see it. 
You will have other children, and they will love you as 
well as I do. You'll remember me, often and often, 
when they are looking up into your face, or watching 
for you coming home. They'll be merry and happy ; 
but I could never be happy again. Oh, father ; if I 
can, I'll come and look at you when you cannot see 
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me. And I'm not going to die directly," she said, 
smiling through her tears ; ''we can talk about it often 
before I go. Perhaps God will let me live until your 
second child is born. But I shall always, always be 
your first-born ; I cannot lose that." 

" Oh, my God ! " groaned Justin, " give me strength 
to bear it." 

'* Amen ! " said Pansy softly, and touching his cheek 
with her lips as she uttered the word. 

They sat together a little while longer, talking no 
more, but grasping each other's hand fast, and thinking 
of the days gone by, in silence. At last Justin felt her 
slight frame shivering again, and he roused himself 
from his painful reverie. The greyness of the day was 
beginning to sink into the darkness of night ; and once 
more, possibly for the last time, he led his daughter 
homewards along the familiar pathway, and through the 
village where she had spent her happy girlhood. 
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CHAPTEE XXIV. 



THE PULL PENALTY. 



JUSTIN had at last been brought face to face with 
his secret dread. It had spoken to him through 
Pansy's own lips, sounding like an irrevocable doom. 
He could do nothing to avert it ; for Pansy herself was 
yielding languidly to the grief that had been sapping 
her strength. The most skilful physicians of the county, 
and from London, were called in to prescribe for her, 
and she listened to their advice with a quiet and sub- 
missive smile, promising to do anything that they 
suggested ; but none the less she was fading away from 
day to day. 

It seemed as if she grew eager to gather up all the 
scattered interests and associations of her short life ; 
for as long as she was strong enough she visited all the 
cottages and faimsteads about Herford, and spent her 
time, as she had been used to do, in the little village 
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and on the cliffs and beach. Old Fosse spent long 
hours with her in her favourite seat under the light- 
house ; and Justin sat beside them, for he could hardly 
bear to have Pansy out of his sight. 

Presently the fancy took possession of her, as the 
weather kept her more indoors, that she must have her 
old companion and play-fellow, Jenny Cunliflfe, to stay 
with her, as in the days of old. It looked like a caprice, 
but possibly there was some lurking hope in her heart 
that at last, before she died, a short spell of love, of 
repentance and forgiveness, might be given to her ; that 
Eobert Fortescue might yet return, if he heard she 
was dying, for a little while to her side, and bidng with 
him the biief rapture of a reconciliation. She could 
forgive him so tenderly, if he would only seek for- 
giveness ! Now she was so near the grave, no pride or 
bitterness mingled with her girlish love for him. 

Mrs. Cunliffe demurred greatly about withdrawing 
Jenny from her situation as governess in Sir Bobert 
Foiiescue's household. 

"It is so very excellent a position," she said to 
Diana ; " one we cannot expect Providence to oflfer to 
us again if we slight it now." 
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But Philip Cunliflfe no sooner heard of Pansy's wish 
than he started off himself, in his shabbiest black coat, 
to fetch Jenny to Herford. When Lady Fortescue 
objected to the inconvenience of suddenly losing her 
governess, and said she must at once fill up that very 
desirable post, he assured her that no consideration on 
earth could prevail on him, or Jenny, to keep her away 
from her earliest and dearest friend. Lady Fortescue 
expressed her hope that Pansy's illness would be a 
short one, and promised to keep the situation open for 
a fortnight, if Jenny wished to return. There was no 
chance of her returning in a fortnight, so Jenny lost 
her first place, and on the whole was not sorry to lose 
it ; though Mrs. Cunliffe did not forbear to bewail it iA 
the ears of Justin and Diana, until she was assured 
that Jenny should lose nothing by devoting herself to 
Pansy. 

Jenny entered upon her new duties buoyantly, and 
gossiped and prattled of the doings at Fortescue Hall, 
as she had been used to do about other subjects ever 
since Pansy and she had been children together. 
Pansy herself could not have told whether it was more 
pain or pleasure to her to hear these details. But to 
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Justin it was almost intolerable pain ; and he wondered 
how Pansy could listen, with her faint heart-breaking 
smile, and ask Jenny more questions, in the voice that 
was growing lower and weaker every day. 

'' Is it quite settled that Bichmond Fortescue is to 
be married soon ? " she was inquiring one day, when 
Justin entered the room just as she finished her question, 
and Jenny answered it in her clear young voice. 

'^ Bichmond ! His name is Bobert, not Bichmond, 
you know. He'll be Sir Bobert when his father dies. 
Oh, yes ! they are to be married before Christmas, at 
the latest. Lady Fortescue is as proud as a peacock 
about it, and she is making the grandest preparations ! 
But I don't wish them joy. I wouldn't have married 
Mr. Bobert, though I have not a penny for my fortune. 
Oh, Pansy ! what silly things we used to say about the 
persons we would marry ! " 

'* Why would you not marry him ? " murmured 
Pansy. 

*'Why?" said Jenny; "well, you know, we 
governesses see the other side, the poorer side of human 
nature. Mr. Bobert Fortescue was very pleasant — oh, 
so pleasant ! — when it was worth while, and he was on 
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show ; but he was not any hero at home. Now your 
father, or mine, never is on show ; so you will hardly 
understand it. He could be the poorest, meanest, 
smallest creature to those below him, or to those who 
could not oppose him. I would never have wasted a 

crumb of love on such a nature as his Why 

Pansy, what are you crying for ?" 

'* I wish I could get well and strong again ! '* she 
sobbed, stretching out her arms to her father, and 
leaning her head against him as he sat down beside 
her, " but it is too late now ! " 

It was too late. The fragile little flower, reared so 
delicately, and uprooted by so fierce and sudden a 
tempest, could not take root again, even in its native 
soil. She lost her last hold on life, as soon as she was 
convinced of the worthlessness of the man she had 
loved. Until now she had believed that it was no more 
a fault in his nature than in her own, which had 
separated them. But she grew more tranquil and 
happy when she had given up her last feeble hope. All 
she had known in her childhood were gathered about 
her; her old friends were encircling her with vigQant 
kindness. Diana gave herself up to ministering to 
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her, aided by her clear, unselfish insight into the heart 
of the dying girl. As far as it is possible, the loneli- 
ness and bitterness of the path leading to the grave 
were removed for Pansy. 

It was a short dark day, late in November, with thick 
mists hiding the sea, and drifting past the windows in 
clouds, that Justin found himself watching alone beside 
Pansy's bed. The room was the one where old Bichard 
Herford had died many years before. It had not 
happened to Justin to be called upon to witness any 
death since that one, which had so materially influenced 
his life. The old carved cabinet, that had contained 
the dying man's two wills, was standing yet in its 
ancient place ; though the rest of the antique furniture 
had disappeared long ago. But Justin did not need 
any outward memento to put him in mind of his last 
vigil by a death-bed. As he sat where he could watch 
Pansy's white and quiet face, sleeping peacefully, he 
could not but recall the old man's withered troubled 
aspect, and his grey head tossing from side to side on 
his pillow. All the past rushed back upon him. He 
was once more the disappointed tempted man, into whose 
hand the coveted possession was thrust by chance. 
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Yet if he could bnt have looked on to the poignant 
anguish of this hour^ as the final stage of the course 
into which he was drifting, not all the treasures 
upon earth could have prevailed upon him to enter 
upon it. 

Jenny Gunliffe was spending the day at home, and 
Diana could not be with Pansy. He was alone with 
his daughter. Not his only child now, for a son had 
been bom to him a week ago, the heir to the old Herford 
estates ; to bear the name, and hold the possessions for 
which he had paid so high a price. But there was no 
glow of pride or gladness in his heart. Though he 
resigned himself to the will of God, and bowed his 
head submissively to receive this last stroke, there was 
deep, inevitable, bitter pain in suffering it. For some 
days past these words had been haunting his brain — 
^' For he that knew his Lord's will, and did it not, shall 
be beaten with many stripes." Surely he ought to have 
known his Lord's will, if ambition and covetousness 
had not blinded him. 

** Father ! " called Pansy, after a silence long and 
dreary to him, " father ! '* 

** I am here, Pansy," he answered. 
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" Are you quite, quite willing to let me go," she 
asked softly, '* now you have another child ?" 

" * If it be possible,' " he cried, " ' let this cup pass 
from me : nevertheless, not as I will, but as Thou wilt ! ' '^ 

" Yes," she said ; ''and after the crucifixion came 
the resurrection ; and after the resurrection the 
ascension ; and then the glory. It must always be the 
cross first, father." 

*' Yes, my darling." 

"It's only for a little while," [sighed Pansy, "no 
one suffers always. You will learn to be content with- 
out me, father. How could you help being happy with 
Diana, and your other children ? I want you to be 
happy again soon. I asked God to let me stay till 
baby was bom ; and see. He has let me live a little 
while longer, so that you might have both your 
children together. It is partly my own fault to die 
so young. Only I felt sick of life, and of this weary 
world, where everything seems to go wrong ; and I 
did not wish to live. I'm not strong enough for this 
world, father. Did you never think so ? " 

" I thought I could shield you from every hardship," 
he answered. 
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"Father/* she said, *' if you could go back to when 
we came home from London — oh ! what a happy time 
that was ! — would you keep your secret still, for my 
sake ? If you had known it would kill me, would you 
have given up Herford ? " 

" Yes, Pansy, yes ! " he replied ; " when I gave 
myself to God, I gave up all. Not to save you could I 
have kept my secret any longer. Believe me, I thought 
of your pain and grief a hundred times more than of 
my own ; but I could not keep my brother out of his 
inheritance, and yet enter into the kingdom of heaven. 
If I had foreseen this very hour I should have done 
the same then.'' 

" Old Fosse told me so," she said, with trembling 
lips. '' Father, it is a good thing to love God more 
than all." 

" And do you love God more than all? ** asked Justin. 

" I'm not very clever," said Pansy, " and it seems 

so far above me ; I cannot understand. But of late 

I've felt as if I could understand how Jesus Christ 

loves us all. Perhaps He once knew a girl like me, 

neither strong nor wise; only a poor foolish little 

thing, spoiled and petted by everybody; and so He 
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knows what I am like, and what I want. He doesn't 
expect me to he like Diana. He's willing to take me 
as I am ; and He has taken me — how I cannot tell 
yon ; hnt I'm not afraid any longer, and Fm not vei; 
sorrowful; and it all seems easy and smooth. I 
dream sometimes I'm in heaven ; and it's something 
like Herford used to he, with everybody loving me, 
and everybody true to one another. If every one was 
only true ! " she sighed. 

Pansy's thin blue-veined eyelids fell, and her pale 
lips closed, as if she was tired of looking up at him 
and speaking to him. Justin stood beside her, 
gazing sorrowfully down upon the changed face; but 
thinking all the while of the other death he had 
witnessed in this room. The mysteries of the shrouded 
future were trooping around him again, with their 
insoluble problems. Pansy was soon to pass away 
from him, and he could do nothing but watch her till 
her foot struck against the invisible threshold. When, 
and where, and how would he see his child again? 
In what far-off unknown world would he meet once 
more this gentle and fragile spirit, so intimately 
bound up with his own ? 
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** Are you here, father?" she cried suddenly, as if 
waking from her light slumber in some fear. 

*' Yes, Pansy," he answered, pressing her hand. 

*' I wish I had never been anything but a comfort to 
you," she said wistfully. 

" You have always been dearer than my own life to 
me," he replied. " I cannot love Diana herself more 
than I have loved you." 

" But differently," said Pansy, with a fleeting smile; 
— " there must be differences everywhere — even in 
loving. Only I did not understand it, and I felt 
alone. It seemed as if everything was changed. I 
could not think of Diana as my mother, though I 
loved her dearly, dearly. It was all strange, and I 
felt lonely. It was foolish of me to feel lonely." 

"My darling!" exclaimed Justin, in a tone of 
profound grief. 

" It was all my fault," she said, lifting her wasted 
hand to his face, as he bent over her, "and I was 
really glad you were happy, and I thanked God for it. 
But it was as if I was shut out, because I was not 
happy, and you were. It had never been so before. 
You seemed far away from me, in a sunny place, and 
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I conld not anyhow climb up to the sunshine. I was 
in a dark, dark cell. At last it was because I learned 
to know more about Jesus Christ, and to believe in 
Him really — it was that brought me out of the dark- 
ness. I feel content now, father." 

'* Content to leave me ? " he asked. 

" Yes," she murmured. " I should never be good 
for much again, if I lived longer ; I should be nothing 
but a faded sad little blossom, that could never be 
bright and light-hearted, as I used to be. It has all 
been too hard for me. Father, if you could ever in 
your life help Eichmond — ^poor, poor fellow ! — to grow 
true and good, oh ! help him for my sake. You are 
sure to see him again, often ,* and then you'll remember 
your little Pansy, and do all you can for him. His 
father is not a good man; and Bichmond thinks so 
much of you." 

Pansy's voice was very broken and low as she 
uttered her short sentences; but her shining eyes 
looked up eagerly into her father's face. 

" I shall remember you," he answered, with some 
bitterness ; ''do you think I could ever see him 
without thinking of my darling?" 
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'^ That is enough/' she said in a tone of content- 
ment, as she drew his hand under her head, and 
nestled her thin white cheek upon it: "now I will 
keep myself quiet. I feel as if I should sleep very 
soundly to-night, and have nothing to fret about if I 
awake. Is it almost dark, dear father ? " 

" Almost," he replied, " for I can hardly see your 
face. We will have the lamp brought in soon, and I 
will read to you. To-morrow Diana will come to sit 
with you a little while." 

" To-morrow ! " she repeated softly, " to-mor- 
row! " 

The dim grey twilight of the misty November 
evening was fast deepening in the room, and filled all 
the comers with dark shadows ; but the light from the 
nearest window fell full upon Pansy's dear face, and 
Justin could still see it lying on her hand, pale and 
worn, but restful, with closed eyes as if she was 
already half asleep. For two or three minutes she 
lay quite silent and motionless, and then a flush of 
colour spread over her wan cheek, and her blue eyes 
opened with an air of infinite surprise. 

" Can I be dying ? '* she exclaimed in a tone of 
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solemn gladness; ''it's neither dark nor lonely! 
Can this be death, father ? " 

- The last word fell from her lips in a low whisper, 
but her smile of gladness and surprise grew brighter. 
He felt the trembling pressm-e of Pansy's fingers, 
clasping his hand with a grasp more feeble than her 
baby fingers had been used to hold it when her little 
feet first trod the rough pathway of life at his side. 
The next moment Justin knew that Ood had taken 
her away into His own keeping. 
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"DATHEE more than two years after Pansy's death, 
one bright sunny day of February, when the 
winter winds were lulled for a little while, and the 
sea lay resting after its storms, Mrs. Cunliflfe took 
the cliff-path to Eillage, to pay a visit to Mrs. Herford. 
A narrow road, yet wide enough for a light pony- 
carriage, had been made, with much trouble and 
considerable expense, between Eillage Grange and 
Herford Court, and daily communications were carried 
on between them. 

Justin never missed finding time to see his brother 
every day, and it was seldom that Diana failed to do 
so when the weather was tolerably calm. But 
Mrs. Cunliffe was not driving; she was walking 
humbly on her own feet, as became the wife of a 
poor vicar whose income was too small for his large 
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family. The largeness of their family, and the small- 
ness of their living, were subjects never absent from 
Mrs. CunliflFe's inner thoughts. For some months 
after Jenny had lost her situation as governess in 
Sir Eobert Fortescue's household, her mother did not 
cease to lament the misfortune loudly and vehemently; 
and these lamentations were scarcely hushed even 
when the Bishop's lady engaged Jenny to educate her 
daughters ; for what was the Bishop compared with 
Sir Eobert Fortescue, the senior member for the 
county, and the largest landowner in their part of it? 
But this fine calm sweet February day, Mrs. Cunliffe 
for once was feeling that her strivings and mournings, 
her prudence and good management had at last been 
crowned with success. She was the proud bearer, if 
proud is the term to use for one so humble, of good 
news to her old friend Mrs. Herford. 

At Billage Grange she was ushered into a large 
light cheerful sitting-room adjoining Bichard's bed- 
room. Bichard had regained so much of physical 
strength, as to bear being lifted from his bed to a sofa, 
which could then be rolled into the next apartment ; 
but he had no power to help himself. He lay in the 
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pleasant sunshine of the noon-day^ an old man in 
appearance, with grey hair and sunken face. Diana 
was sitting beside him, and both of them were watch- 
ing the frolics of Justin's boy, who came often to play 
for an hour or two in his uncle's sight. Bichard's 
old social nature had not forsaken him, and he enjoyed 
seeing his quiet room peopled by friendly guests. He 
could not bear to be alone, and Leah took care that he 
should never be left in complete solitude. She was 
seldom away from him herself, and she was seated 
now where he could see her face, and appeal to her in 
a low voice whenever his memory failed him. For his 
mind was going, and the first faculty that failed him 
was the power of remembering slight unimportant 
things, lying a little outside of the narrow circle 
which hems in self. Very few had noticed this 
beginning of the direful end, but Leah was keenly 
awake to every change in him, and now she seldom, 
left him herself, and always hastened back if she had 
been absent for a few hours. 

Richard Herford was no longer unhappy. Of late 
he had fallen into the habit of assuring Justin each 
day that this was the happiest portion of his life* 
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Now and then he talked of old times to Leah, and 
expatiated on the adventures and changes of his 
earlier years ; but he looked back upon them as quite 
apart from himself, a wild career which had nothing 
to do with the present. A deep gulf lay between him 
and that past life, and he would not have passed across 
it if he could. The friendship of Diana and Justin, 
his own passionate love for the boy who was to be the 
future Herford of Herford, and above all his sense of 
reconciliation to God, filled up his heart, and gave to 
him a fulness of contentment such as he had never 
dreamed of in that far-ofif past which was growing 
more and more dim to his failing brain. 

When Mrs. Cunliffe entered the sunny parlour she 
was very warmly greeted by Mrs. Herford, who was 
feeling neglected and overlooked by Kichard and Diana, 
engrossed as they were by the little child. She was to 
the full as jealous of her grandson as she had been of 
Pansy, whose early death she was always bewailing to 
Justin as the greatest sorrow that had ever befallen 
her. 

" I cannot get the thought of poor Pansy out of 
my head," she said in a doleful voice as soon as Mrs* 
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Cunliffe was seated, *' she was such a sweet quiet 
child ; the very opposite of Justin's boy. Those that 
knew them both as children must see an enormous 
difference. You never heard her make such a noise 
and racket as little Dick has been making all the 
morning. And I was twenty years younger then, and 
could have borne it better. Poor Pansy! we shall 
never see her like again." 

" She was a sweet creature," remarked Mrs. Cunliffe, 
as Diana carried her boy away : *' but, my dear Mrs. 
Herford, what a Providence it was for the son and heir ! 
Miss Pansy would have wanted a large dowry, you 
know, and it would have been so much taken out of 
the estate. Mr. Bichard likes to know he will be heir 
of aU.'' 

"Who is that woman?" Bichard asked of Leah in 
a puzzled whisper. 

" Mrs. Cunliffe," answered Leah ; " you know the 
parson at Herford ? His wife." 

"Mrs. Cunliffe," spoke up Bichard, "Justin and I 
would have Herford drowned in the depths of the sea 
to have little Heartsease back again." 

" Ah ! Mr. Bichard," sighed Mrs. Cunliffe, " you 
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do not know idiAt it is to hATe sons and daughters, and 
notlung to gire them. Nobo^ knows that better than 
a poor Ticar^s wife. Somebody is always wanting some- 
thing in a fiunihr like oors ; bat yon rich folks hsTO 
ereiTthing supplied yon befiore yon know yon haTe need 
of it. Pknsy would haTe been but a poor creature to 
push her way dirough the woild, as my Jenny has had 
to do. But I have good news to tell you about Jenny, 
Mis. Herfoid.'* 

'* Good news are scarce," said Mrs. Herford, in a tone 
suggesting much indifference to Jenny and her fortunes. 

'* You are quite right, dear Mrs. Herford," answered 
Mrs. Cunliffe, "especially in a little out>of-the-way 
Ticarage like ours. I said so when Jenny's letter 
came : * My dear Philip,' I said to my husband, ' now 
I can be thankful for once ! ' Tou'll agree with me 
when I tell you that Jenny is engaged to be married, 
with the Bishop's approbation, to one of his own 
nephews ; a remarkably dever young man, with a 
living worth £600 per annum ! That's something to 
be thankful for." 

" Who is Jenny ? " whispered Bichard, with a 
shade of trouble on his feMse. '^ Do I know her?" 
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"Dear Miss Pansy's old playfellow/* answered 
Leah. " She was with her when she was ill. And 
she was the first after me to bid yon welcome home. 
You remember her ?" 

"Ay, I recollect now," he said, smiling; "what 
could I do without you, Leah ? " 

Leah's eyes were turned away from him to her 
sewing, for she did not wish him to see the tears 
starting in them, or the inward trouble showing itself 
on her face. He was growing more and more dependent 
upon her, but she knew now she could keep true to 
him to the end, whatever the end might be. 

" It's good luck for Jenny," observed Mrs. Herford 
peevishly " I'm sure I never had such luck. My 
first husband was a poor man, and my second husband 
never thought much of me. Indeed, both of them 
neglected me ; and so did my sons, especially Justin. 
Whatever he expects his own boy to grow up like, I 
don't know. He'll find out some day what a serpent's 
tooth is." 

" I must be thinking of a wedding present for Miss 
Jenny," said Bichard, who still delighted in being 
lavish at times. " Leah tells me she was the first. 
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next to her, to welcome me home. What does a young 
lady about to be married wish for most ? I have no 
knowledge in such matters." 

"Oh! my dear, good Mr. Eichard," cried Mrs. 
CunUffe, "any little token of regard would do. Of 
course," she continued anxiously, " we are poor people, 
and wedding gifts will be most acceptable, as Jenny is 
only a vicar's daughter. I daresay it would be a 
trouble to you to think of a suitable gift, and if you 
did not mind entrusting me with the money, howeyer 
small it was, I could buy her something she needed, 
and tell her it was your gift, you know ! I've been 
very near praying for her wedding-dress, this morning 
— it did come into my mind whilst I was saying my 
prayers — ^for I don't see where it is tb come firom, 
unless she wears simple white muslin, and nobody 
wears plain white muslin in these days." 

"Let the wedding-dress be my present," said 
Richard, with an inward laugh noticed by no one 
except Leah Dart. 

Mrs. Cunliffe rose in her rapture of gratitude and 
crossed the room to his side, an expression of rever- ' 
ential transport beaming on her face. 
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"You're too good, Mr. Richard — too good!" she 
exclaimed; "you do not know how much it will 
cost." 

"Nevermind the cost," he replied; "send in the 
bills to me, and don't be afraid of the cost. All 
Jenny's wedding finery shall come from me, and Leah 
shall go and see the wedding and tell me all about it." 

"Jenny shall come to thank you herself," said 
Mrs. Cunliffe, with tears of real joy; "you cannot 
think how good people are ! Your brother Justin gave 
Philip a hundred pounds towards the expenses ; and 
old Fosse and his wife, who are the only persons 
beside that know about it, have promised to rear a 
brood of their famous chickens for poor Jenny. It is 
so pleasant to receive gratitude from the poor ! Mrs. 
Fosse's chickens are as much, perhaps, from her, as 
Jenny's wedding-dress will be from you. Every one 
should give according to their means. I shall not tell 
Mr. CunliflFe, for he is so peculiar, you know. He is 
a very good man, but he has peculiar notions, and 
he really believes it is more blessed to give than to 
receive. Perhaps he would insist upon Jenny refusing 
your very handsome present." 
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" Perhaps he might," answered Eichard with another 
inward chuckle. 

" Yes,'* continued Mrs. Cunliffe, somewhat alarmed. 
** Oh ! my dear Mr. Richard, it would double the value 
of your kindness if you would not mention it to my 
husband when he comes to see you. He is so veiy 
odd. I cannot make him understand how poor we 
are. 

"But he accepted Justin's hundred pounds," said 
Eichard. 

" Mr. Justin can do what he pleases with him, as with 
everybody else," she replied. " Philip thinks no more 
of taking benefits from him than if they came direct 
from heaven. It was a happy day for Herford when 
he came back. Oh ! Mr. Eichard," she continued in 
a tone of vexation and dismay, "I'd forgotten whom I 
was talking to. Of course we'd rather have the right- 
ful heir among us ; but, after you, there's nobody like 
him." 

" I thank God daily that Justin is at Herford," said 
Eichard gravely. He closed his eyes, as if weary with 
talking, and Mrs. Cunliffe crept out of the room, silent 
and cast-down ; with many an uneasy qualm lest he 
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should retract his promise, or mention it to her 
husband. But as neither of these hindrances occurred, 
she provided for Jenny a handsome and becoming 
dress, which helped to make her wedding the prettiest 
that had ever been celebrated in Herford church. 

It was a day full of mournful memories, and of 
suggestions of what might have been, to Justin. 
Pansy's marble tablet shone new and white among 
the grey old monuments of the Herfords and the 
Lynns, erected in the chancel now filled with wed- 
ding-guests. What was it to him that he was 
Herford of Herford, whilst his first-born child had 
been the price paid for his ambition ? He saw Diana 
gazing at him, with deep wifely sympathy and tender- 
ness in her dark eyes ; and his heart blessed her for it, 
but it was no less sad and troubled. When all was 
over, and he could separate himself from the other 
guests, he made his way alone to the bench under the 
lighthouse ; and sat down there, his face buried in his 
hands, thinking. 

He had entered in at the strait gate ; he had gone 
through the needle's eye ; and how strait and narrow 
it was, none knew better than he. His feet were 
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treading the highway through the wilderness, whereon 
the ransomed of the Lord walk. The kingdom of God 
was within him. There might be sadness, bnt there 
was no bitterness in the memory of Pansy. He would 
not have exchanged this hoar, with all its sorrow, for 
any hour of his prosperous untroubled life, before be 
had given himself up to God. There was a true right- 
eousness, a profound peace, an inward blessedness of 
spirit, which had not entered into his mind to conceive 
of in those days. He did not love his wife, and child, 
and lands less ; but he loved God more. 



THE END. 
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Portrait and Illustrations. Crom 
8vo. Cloth, price ys. 6d, 

An Edition in Illustrated Thipa 
Covers, price i*. 

Songs of a Song Writer. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 

B£NNIE(Rev.J. N.), M.A. 

The Eternal Life. Sermons 
preached durine the last twelve years. 
Crown 8va Cloth, price 6*. 

BERNARD (Bayle). 

Samuel Lover, the Life and 
Unpublished Works of. In 3 
vols. With a Steel Portrait. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price aix. 

BERNSTEIN (Prof.). 
The Five Senses of Man. 

With gz Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Qoch, 
price 5x. 

Volume XXI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

BETHAM . EDWARDS (Miss 
M.). 

Kitty. With a Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 
BISCOE (A. C). 

The Earls of Middleton, 
Lords of Clermont and of Fetter- 
cairn, and the Middleton Family. 
Crown 8va Cloth, price zor. 6d, 

BISSET (A.) 
History of the Struggle for 
Parliamentary Government in 
England. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 24;. 

BLASERNA (Prof. Pietro). 
The Theory of Sound in its 
Relation to Music, "^^th nume- 
rous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

Volume XXI I. ofThe Intematioaal 
Scientific Series. 

Blue Roses ; or, Helen Mali- 
nofska's Marriage. By the Author 
of Vdra." 2 vols. Fifth Editioo. 
Cloth, gilt tops, Z2X. 

%* Also a Qieaper Edition in i 
vol. With frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6f . 
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BLU ME (Major W.). 

The Operations of the 
German Armies in France, from 
Sedan to the end of the war of 1870- 
71. With Map. From the Journals 
. of the Head-quarters Staff. Trans- 
lated by the late £. M. Tones, Mai. 
20th Foot, Prof, of Mil. Hist., Sand- 
hurst. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price gf . 

BOGUSLAWSKI (Capt. A. von). 

Tactical .Deductions from 
the War of 1870-71. Translated 
by Colonel Sir Lumley Graham, 
Bart., late i8th (Royal Irish) Regi- 
ment. Third Edition, Revised and 
Corrected. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
7*. 

BONWICK(J.), F.R.G.S. 

Egjrptian Belief and Mo- 
dem Thou£^ht. Large post 8vo. 
Cloth, price \os. 6d. 

Pyramid Facts and Fan- 
cies. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

The Tasmanian Lily. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

Mike Ho we, the Bushranger 
of Van Diemen's Land. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5*. 

eOSWELL (R. B.), M.A., Oxon. 

Metrical Translations from 
the Greek and Latin Poets, and 
other Poems. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 5* . 

SOWEN (H. C), M. A. 

Studies in English, for the 

use of Modem Schools. Small Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price w. 6d. 

BOWRING (L.), C.S.I. 
Eastern Experiences. 

Illustrated with Maps and Diagrams. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 16s. 

BOWRING (Sir John). 

Autobiographical Recollections. 
With Memoir by Lewin B. Bowring. 
Demy 8vo. Price 14J. 

BRADLEY (F. H.). 

Ethical Studies. Critical 
Essays in Moral Philosophy. Large 
post 8vo. Cloth, price 9; . 



BRADLEY (F. H.y-continued, 
Mr. Sidgwick's Hedonism : 

an Examination of the Main Argu- 
ment of "The Methods of Ethics." 
Demy 8vo., sewed, price 2*. 6d. 

Brave Men's Footsteps. 

By the Editor of ** Men who have 
Risen." A Book of Example and 
Anecdote for Young People. With 
Four Illustrations by C. Doyle. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3* . 6d. 

BRIALMONT (Col. A.). 

Hasty Intrenchments. 

Translated by Lieut. Charles A. 
Empson, R. A. With Nine Plates. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ts. 

BROOKE (Rev. J. M. S.), M. A. 

Heart, be Still. A Sermon 

preached in Holy Trinity Church, 
Southall. Imperial 32mo. Sewed, 
price 6d. 

BROOKE (Rev. S. A.),M. A. 

The Late Rev. F. W. Ro- 
bertson, M.A., Life and Letters 

of. Edited by. 

I. Uniform with the Sermons. 
2 vols. With Steel Portrait. Price 
7^ . 6d. 

II. Library Edition. 8vo. With 
Two Steel Portraits. Price Z2S. 

III. A Popular Edition, in z vol. 
8vo. Price 6*. 

Theology in the English 
Poets. — CowpER, Coleridge, 
Wordsworth, and Burns. Third 
Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 9^. 

Christ in Modem Life. 

Eleventh Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price "js. 6d. 

Sermons. First Series. Ninth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons. Second Series. 
Third Edition Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 

The Fight of Faith. Ser- 
mons preached on various occasions. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 7*. 6d. 

Frederick D enison M aurice : 
The Life and Work of. A Memorial 
Sermon. Crown 8vo. Sewed, price u. 



8 



A List of 



Comhill Library of Fiction 
(The). Crom-n 8va Qoch, price 
y. 6d. per volume. 
Half-a-Doxen Daughters. By 
J. Mastennan. 
The House of Raby. By Mrs. G. 

A P^ht for Life. By Moy 
Thomas. 

Robin Gray. By Charles Gibbon. 
One of Two ; or, A Left- 
Handed Bride. By J. Hain Fris- 
welL 

God*8 Providence House. By 
Mrs. G. L. Banks. 
For Lack of Gold. By Charles 
Gibbon. 

Abel Drake's Wife. By John 
Saunders. 

HireU. By John Saunders. 
CORY (Lieut. Col. Arthur). 
The Eastern Menace; or, 
Shadovira of Comins Events. 
Oown 8vo. (Hoth, price 5«. 

lone. A Poem in Four Parts. 
Fcap. 8vo. C^oth, price 5^. 

Cosmos. 

A Poem. Fcap. 8va Cloth, price 

C^X (Rev. Sir G. W.). Bart. 
A History of Greece from 

the Earliest Period to the end of the 
Persian War. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. 
Qoth, price 36*. 

The Mjrthology of the 
Aryan Nations, a vols. Demy 
Svo. Qoth, price 28^. 

A General History of Greece 

from the Earliest Period to the Death 
of Alexander the Great, with a sketch 
of the subsequent History to the 
present time. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price js. 6d. 

Tales of Ancient Greece. 

Third Edition. Small Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6f . 

School History of Greece. 

With Maps. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 

The Great Persian War 
from the Histories of Herodotus. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price, y. 6d. 

A Manual of Mythology 

in the form of Question and Answer. 
Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
price 3x. 
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COX (Rev. Samuel). 
Salvator Mundi ; or, Is 

Christ the Saviour of all Men? Fifth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 51 

CRESSWELL (Mrs. G.). 

The King's Banner. Drama 
in Four Acts. Five Illustrations. 
4ta Cloth, price lor. 6tL 

CROMPTON (Henry). 
Industrial Conciliation. 

Fcap. 8vo. Qoch, price ax. 6d, 

CUMMINS (H. I.), M. A. 

Parochial Charities of the 
City of London. Sewed, price z«. 

CURWEN (Henry). 
Sorrow and Song: Studies 

of Literary Struggle. Henry MOxger 
— Novalis — Alexander PetOfi — Hon- 
or^ de Balzac — Edgar Allan Poe 
— Andr^ Ch&iier. 2 vols. Crown 
8va Qoth, jmce i.si. 

DANCE (Rev. C. D.). 

Recollections of Four Years 
in Venezuela. With Three Illus- 
trations and a Map. Oown 8va 
Qoth, price js. 6d, 

D'ANVERS(N.R.). 
The Suez Canal : Lettos 

and Documents descriptive of its 
Rise and Progress in x8s4-56- By 
Ferdinand de Lessens. Translated 
by. Demy 8va Qoth, price lor. 6d, 

Little Minnie's Troubles. 

An Eveiy-day Chronicle. With Four 
Illustrations by W. H. Hughes. 
Fcap. Qoth, price 3*. 6d, 

Pizie*s Adventures ; or, the 
Tale of a Terrier. With ai Illustra- 
tions. i6mo. Cloth, price 41. 6d. 

DAVIDSON (Rev. Samuel), D.D., 
LL.D. 

The New Testament, trans- 
lated from the Lateat Greek 
Text of Tischendorf. A new and 
thoroughly revised Edition. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price xos. 6d. 

Canon of the Bible : Its 

Formation, History, and Fluctua- 
tions. Second Edition. Small crown 
8va Cloth, price 5«. 
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DAVIES (G. Christopher). 
Mountain, Meadow, and 

Mere: a Series of Outdoor Sketches 
of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and 
Natural History. With Sixteen Il- 
lustrations by Bosworth W. ^ Har- 
court. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

Rambles and Adventures 
of Our School Field Club. With 
Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

DAVIES (Rev. J. L.), M.A. 

Theology and Morality. 
Essays on Questions of Belief and 
Practice. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
It. td. 

DAWSON (George), M.A. 

Prayers, with a Discourse 
on Pra3fer. Edited by his Wife. 
Fifth Edition. Crown Bvo. Price 6s. 

Sermons on Disputed 
Points and Special Occasions. 

Edited by his Wife. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ds. 

Sermons on Daily Life and 
Duty. Edited by his Wife. Second 
Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price ts. 

DE L'HOSTE (Col. E. P.). 

The Desert Pastor, Jean 
Jarousseau. Translated from the 
French of Eugene Pelletan. With a 
Frontispiece. New Edition. Fcap. 
Bvo. Cloth, price y. 6d. 

DE REDCLIPPE (Viscount 
Stratford), P.C., K.G., G.C.B. 

Why am I a Christian ? 

Fifth Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 
price 3^ . 

DE TOCQUEVILLE (A.). 

Correspondence and Con- 
versations of, ivith Nassau Wil- 
liam Senior, from 1834 to 1859. 
Edited by M. C. M. Simpson. 2 
vols. Post Bvo. Cloth, price ais. 

DE VERE (Aubrey). 

Alexander the Great. A 
Dramatic Poem. Small crown Bvo. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

The Infant Bridal, and 

Other Poems. A New and En- 
larged Edition. Fcap. Bvo. Cloth, 
price 7s. 6d. 



DE VERB (Aubrey).— coHtinued. 

The Legends of St. Patrick, 
and Other Poems. Small crown 
Bvo Cloth, price 5*. 

St. Thomas of Canterbury. 

A Dramatic Poem. Large fcap. Bvo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

Antar and Zara : an Eastern 
Romance. Ikisfail, and other 
Poems, Meditative and Lyrical. 
Fcap. Bvo. Price 6s. 

The Fall of Rora, the 
Search after Proserpine, and 
other Poems, Meditative and LjTical. 
Fcap. Bvo. Price 6s. 

DENNIS (J.). 

English Sonnets. Collected 
and Arranged. Elegantly bound. 
Fcap. Bvo. Cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

DOBSON (Austin). 

Vignettes in Rhyme and 
Vers de Social. Third Edition. 
Fcap. Bvo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Proverbs in Porcelain. By 

the Author of" Vignettes in Rhyme " 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

DOWDEN (Edward), LL.D. 

Shakspere : a Critical Study 
of his Mind and Art. Third Edition. 
Large Post Bvo. Cloth, price 12s. 

Studies in Literature, 1789- 
1877. Large Post Bvo. Cloth, price 
i2.r. 

Poems. Second Edition. 
Fcap. Bvo. Cloth, price 5;. 

DOWNTON (Rev. H.), M.A. 

Hymns and Verses. Ori- 
ginal and Translated. Small crown 
Bvo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

DRAPER (J W.), M.D., LL.D. 

History of the Conflict be- 
tween Reli^on and Science. 

Eleventh Edition. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 
price 5s. 

Volume XIII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 
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DREW (Rev. O. 8.), M.A. 

Scripture Lands in con- 
nection with their History. 
Second Edition. 8yo. Qoch, price 
lor. td. 

Nazareth: Its Life and 
Lessons. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 51. 

The Divine Kingdom on 
Earth as it is in Heaven. 8vo. 
Cloth, price \os. 6d. 

The Son of Man : His Life 

and Ministry. Crown 8va Qoth, 
price js. dd. 

DREWRY(0. O.), M.D. 

The Common-Sense 
Management of the Stomach. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 31. f>d. 

DREWRY (O. O.), M.D., and 
BARTLETT (H. C), Ph.D., 
F.C.S. 

Cup and Platter : or, Notes 
on Food and its Effects. Small 8vo. 
Qoth, price 31. td. 

DRUMMOND (Miss). 

Tripps Buildings. A Study 

from Life, with Frontispiece. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 31. dd, 

DURAND(LadyX 
Imitations from the Ger- 
man of Spitta and Terstegen. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 41. 

DU VERNOIS (Col. von Verdy). 
Studies in leading Troops. 

An authorized and accurate Trans- 
lation by Lieutenant H. J. T. 
Hildyard, 71st Foot. Parts I. and 
II. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price ^s. 

EDEN (Frederick). 

The Nile without a 
Dragoman. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ^s. 6d. 

EDMONDS (Herbert). 

Well Spent Lives : a Series 
of Modem Biographies. Crown 8vo. 
Price 5«. 

EDWARDS (Rev. Basil). 

Minor Chords; Or, Songs 
for the Suffering: a Volume of 
Verse. Fcap. 8yo. Cloth, price 
3#. 6d. ; pap«r, price sx. 6d. 



ELLIOT (Lady Chariotte). 
Medusa and other Poems. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

ELLIOTT (Ebencxer), The Com 
Law Rhymer. 

Poems. Edited by his son, 
the Rey. Edwin EUiott, of St. John's, 
Antigua. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price x8/. 

ELSDALE (Henry). 
Studies in Tennyson's 

Idylls. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

ENGLISH CLERGYMAN. 
An Essay on the Rule of 
Faith and Creed of Athanasins. 
Shall the Rubric preceding the 
Creed be removed from the Prayer- 
book T Sewed. 8vo. Price is. 

Epic of Hades (The). 

By a New Writer. Author of 
"Songs of Two Worids." Fourth and 
finally revised Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price js. 6d. 

Eroe Agonistes. 

Poems. By E. B. D. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3x. 6d. 

Essays on the Endowment 
of Research. ^ 
By Various Writers. 

List of Contributors. 
Max4c Pattison, B. D. 
Jaaiec S. Cotton, B. A. 
Charles E. Appleton, D. C. L. 
Archibald H. Sayce, M. A. 
Heary Qifton Sorby, F. R. S. 
Thomas K. Cheyne, M. A. 
W. T. Thiselton Dyer, M. A. 
Heary NetUeship, M. A. 

Square crown octavo. Qoth, 
price zof. 6d. 

EVANS (Mark). 

The Gospel of Home Life. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price \s. 6d. 

The Story of our Father's 
Love, told to Children; being a 
New and Enlaiged Edition of 
Theology for Chil(hen. With Four 
IHustrations. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3s. 6d. 

A Book of Common Prayer 
and Worship for Household 
Use, compiled exclusively from the 
Holy Scriptures. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 
price 31. 6d. 
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EX-CIVILIAN. 
Life in the Mofussil : or, 
Civilian Life in Lower Bengal. 2 
vols. Large pe«t 8vo. Price 14^. 

BYRE (Maj.-Oen. Sir V.), C.B., 
K.C.S.I.,&c. 

Lays of a Knight-Errant 
in many Lands. Square crown 
8vo. With Six Illustrations. Cloth, 
price ^s. 6d. 

FARQUHARSON (M.). 

I. Elsie Dinsmore. Crown 
8vo. Qoth, price y. 6d. 

II. Elsie's Qirlhood. Crown 
Svo. Qoth, price 3^. 6d. 

III. Elsie's Holidays at 
Reselands. Crown Svo. 

Qoth, price y. 6iL 
FERRIS (Henry Weybridge). 
Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
price 5f. 

Folkestone Ritual Case 

(The). The Argument, Proceedings 
Judgment, and Report, revised by 
the several Counsel engaged. Demy 
8yo. Qoth, price 35^. 

FOOTMAN (Rev. H.), M.A. 
From Home and Back ; or, 

Some Aspects of Sin as seen in the 
Light of the Parable of the Prodigal. 
Crown Svo. Qoth, price 5x. 

FOWLS (Rev. Edmund). 
Latin Primer Rules made 

Easy. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 31. 

FOWLE (Rev. T. W.), M.A. 
The Reconciliation of Re- 
ligion and Science. Being Essa3rs 
on Immortalit^r, Inspiration, Mira- 
cles, and the Being of Christ. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price loj. 6d. 

FOX-BOURNE (H. R.X 

The Life of John Locke, 

163a — 1704. 2 vols. Demy Svo. 
Qoth, price 28^. 

FRASER (Donald). 
Exchange Tables of Ster- 
ling and Indian Rupee Curren- 
cy, upon a new and extended system, 
embracing Values from One Far- 
thing to One Hundred Thousand 
Pounds, and at Rates progressing, in 
Sixteenths of a Penny, from zs. gd. to 
as. 3</. per Rupee. Royal Svo. 
Qoth, price lof. 6a. 



FRISWELL (J. Hain). 

The Better Self. Essays for 
Home Life. Crown Svo. Qoth, 
price 6s. 

One of Two; or, A Lcft- 

Handed Bride. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
3*. 6d. 

FYTC;«E (Lieut.-Qen. Albert), 
C.S.I., late Chief Committionor of 
British Burma. 

Burma Past and Present, 

with Personal Reminiscences of the 
Country. With Steel Portraits, Chro- 
molithographs, Engravings on Wood, 
and Map. 3 vols. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price 30f . 

GAMBIER(Capt. J. >V.), R.N. 

Servia. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
prices*. 

GARDNER (H.). 

Sunflowers. A Book of 
Verses. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

GARDNER (J.), M.D. 

Longevity: The Means of 
Prolonging Life after Middle 
Age. Fourth Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Small crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 4*. 

GARRETT (E.). 
By Still Waters. A Story 

for Quiet Hours. With Seven Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

G. H. T. 

Verses, mostly written in India. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

GIBBON (Charles). 

For Lack of Gold. With a 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Illustrated 
Boards, price 2s. 

Rohin Gray. With a Fron- 
tispiece. Crown Svo. Illustrated 
boards, price 2;. 

GILBERT (Mrs.). 

Autobiography and other 
Memorials. Edited by Josiah 
Gilbert. Third Edition. With Por- 
trait and several Wood Engravings. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price js. td. 
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GILL (Rev. W. W.), B.A. 
Myths and Songs from the 

South Pacific. With a Preface by 
F. Max MuUer, M.A., Professor of 
Comparative Philology at Oxford. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 9^. 

GODKIN (James). 

The Relig^ious History of 
Ireland : Primitive, Papal, and 
Protestant. Including the Evange- 
lical Missions, Catholic Agitations, 
and Church Progress of the last half 
Century. 8vo. Cloth, price izr. 

GOETZE (Capt. A. von). 

Operations of the German 
Engineers during the War of 
1870-1871. Published by Authority, 
and in accordance with Official Docu- 
ments. Translated from the German 
by Colonel G. Graham, V.C., C.B., 
R.E. With 6 large Maps. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 21J. 

GODWIN (William). 

William Godwin: His 
Friends and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
handwriting of Godwin and his Wife. 
By C. Kegan Paul. 2 vols. Demy 
8vo. Clodi, price 28J. 

The Genius of Christianity 
Unveiled. Being Essays never 
before published. Edited, with a 
Preface, by C. Kegan Paul. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 7*. dd. 

GOLDIE (Lieut. M. H. G.) 

Hebe : a Tale. Fcap. 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5s. 

GOODENOUGH (Commodore J. 
G.), R.N.,C.B.,C.M.G. 

Memoir of, with Extracts from 
his Letters and Journals. Edited by 
his Widow. With Steel Engraved 
Portrait. Square 8vo. Cloth, 5J. 

%* Also a Library Edition with 
Maps, Woodcuts, and Steel En- 
graved Portrait. Square poet 8vo 
Cloth, price 14^. 

GOODMAN (W.). 

Cuba, the Pearl of the 

Antilles. Crown Bvo. Cloth, price 
7*. f>d. 



GOULD (Rev. S. Baring), M.A. 
The Vicar of Morwenstow: 

a Memoir of the Rev. R. S. Hawker. 
With Portrait. Third Edition, re- 
vised. Square post 8vo. Cloth, lof. 6<^ 

GRANVILLE (A. B.), M.D., 
P.R.S.,&c. 

Autobiography of A. B. 
Granville, F. R.S., etc. Edited, 
with a brief account of the concluding 
years of his life, by his youngest 
Daughter, Paulina B. Granville. 2 
vols. With a Portrait. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 32^. 

GREY (John), of Dilston. 

John Grey (of Dilston): 
Memoirs. By Josephine E. Butler. 
New and Revised Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6</. 

GRIFFITH (Rev. T.), A.M. 

Studies of the Divine Mas- 
ter. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price izr. 

GRIFFITHS (Capt. Arthur). 

Memorials of Millbank,and 
Chapters in Prison History. 

With Illustrations by R. Goff and 
the Author, avob. Post Bvo. Qoth, 
price 3 If. 

GRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.), M.A., 

Professor of Mathematics in the 
University College of Wales. 

Tremadoc Sermons, chiefly 
on the Spiritual Body, the Unseen 
World, and the Divine Humanity. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ts. 

GRUNER(M. L). 

Studies of Blast Furnace 

Phenomena. Translated by L D. 
B. Gordon, F.R.S.E., F.G.S. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price ^s. 6d. 

GURNEY (Rev. Archer). 
Words of Faith and Cheer. 

A Mission of Instruction and Sugges- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s, 

First Principles in Church 
and State. Demy Bvo. Sewed, 
price js. td. 
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HAECKEL (Prof. ErnstX 
The History of Creation. 

Translation revised by Professor E. 
RayLankester, M.A., F.R.S. With 
Coloured Plates and Genealogical 
Trees of the various groups of both 
plants and animals, a vols. Second 
Edition. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 32^. 

The History of the Evolu- 
tion of Man. With numerous Il- 
lustrations. 2 vols. Post 8vo. 

HAKE (A. Egmont). 

Paris Originals, with twenty 
etchings, by Leon Richeton. Large 
post 8vo. Cloth, price 14^. 

Halleck*s International 

Law or Rules. Regulating the 
Intercourse of States in Peace and 
War. A New Edition, revised, with 
Notes and Cases. 2 vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 38^. 

HARCOURT (Capt. A. F. P.). 
The Shakespeare Argosy. 

Containing much of the wealth of 
Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, 
alphabetically arranged and classi- 
fied. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price dr. 

HARDY (Thomas). 
A Pair of Blue Eyes. New 

Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6; . 

HARRISON (Lieut.-Col. R.). 

The Officer's Memoran- 
dum Book^ for Peace and War. 

Second Edition. Oblong 32mo. 
roan, elastic band and pencil, price 
3^ . td. ; russia, 5;. 

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.), M.A. 
Current Coin. Materialism — 

The Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — 
Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation — 
The Sabbath. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6f . 

Speech in Season. Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
9*. 

Thoughts for the Times. 
Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price ^t. 6d, 



HAWEIS (Rev. H. ^.y-continued, 

Unsectarian Family 
Prayers, for Morning and Evenine 
for a Week, with short selected 
passages from the Bible. Second 
Edition. Square crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3f . (td. 

HAYMAN (H.), D.D., late Head 
Master of Rugby School. 

Rugby School Sermons. 

With an Introductory Essay on the 
Indwelling of the Holy Spirit. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7J. 6^ 

HELLWALD (Baron F. von). 

The Russians in Central 
Asia. A Critical Examination, 
down to the present time, of the 
(Geography and History of Central 
Asia. Translated by Lieut. -Col. 
Theodore Wirgman, LL.B. Large 
post 8vo. With Map. Clotn, 
price izr. 

HELVIG (Miyor H.). 

The Operations of the Ba- 
varian Army Corps. Translated 
by Captain G. S. Schwabe. With 
Five large Maps. In 2 vols. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 24^. 

Tactical Examples : Vol. I. 

The Battalion, price xss. Vol. II. The 
Regiment and Brigade, price 10s. 6d. 
Translated from the German by Col. 
Sir Lumley Graham. With numerous 
Diagrams. Demy 8vo. Cloth. 

HERPORD (Brooke). 

The Story of Religion in 
England. A Book for Young Folk. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5* . 

HEWLETT (Henry G.). 

A Sheaf of Verse. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 3;. 6d, 

HINTON (James). 
Life and Letters of. Edited 

by Ellice Hopkins, with an Introduc- 
tion by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and 
Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H. 
Jeens. Crown 8vo. Cloth, Zs. 6d. 

The Place of the Physician. 

To which is added Essays on the 
Law op Human Life, and on the 
Relation between Organic and 
Inorganic Worlds. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8va Qoth, price 3J. 6d. 
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HINTON Qamfy-^ontimued. 

Physiology for Practical 
Use. By variotu Writen. With 
50 Illustradoos. 2 vols. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Qoch, price 
I3X. 6d. 

An Atlas of Diseases of the 

Membrana Tympani. With De- 
scriptive Text PostSvo. Price ;£66f. 

The Questions of Aural 

SxxtgtTy. With Illustrations. 2To1s. 
Post 8vo. Qoth, price zax. 6d, 

H. J. C. 

The Art of Furnishing. 

A Popular Treatise on the Principles 
of Furnishing, based on the Laws of 
Common Sense, Requirement, and 
Picturesque Effect Small crown 
8vo. Cloth, price y. td, 

HOCKLEY (W. B.). 
Tales of the Zenana; or, 

A Nuwab's Leisure Hours. Bj the 
Author of "PandurangHari." With 
a Preface bv Lord Stanley of Alder- 
le^. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Ooth, 
price 2». 

Pandurang Hari; or, Me- 
moirs of a Hindoo. A Tale of 
Mahratta Life sixty years azo. With 
a Preface by Sir H. Bartle £. 
Frere, Q.C.S.I., &c Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6f. 

HOFFBAUER (Capt). 

The German Artillery in 
the Battles near Met2. Based 
on the official reports of the German 
Artillery. Translated by Capt. £. 
O. Hollist. With Map and Plans. 
Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 2x1. 

HOLMES (E. G. A.). 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 

price $s. 

HOLROYD (Major W. R. M.). 
Tas-hil ul Kalam ; or, 

Hindustani made Easy. Crown 8vo. 
Qoth, price 5^. 

HOOPER (Mary). 

little Dinners: How to 
Serve them with Elegance and 
Economy. Thirteenth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



HOOPER {}IL9xy),— continued. 
Cookery for Invalids, Per- 
sons of Delicate Di^restion, and 
Children. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 
3#. td. 

Every -Day Meals. Being 
Economical and Wholesome Recipes 
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Sup- 

Sr. Second Edition. Oown 8vo. 
oth, price 5x. 

HOOPER (Mrs. O.). 
The House of Raby. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Clodi, 
price y. 6d. 

HOPKINS (Ellice). 
Life and Letters of James 

Hinton, with an Introduction by Sir 
W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait en- 
graved on Steel by C. H. Jeens. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 8*. 6d. 

hopk;ins (M.). 

The Port of Refuge; or. 

Counsel and Aid to Shrpmasters in 
Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. Crown 
8vo. Second and Revised Edidon. 
Qoth, price 6s. 

HORNE (William), M.A. 
Reason and Revelation : 

an Examination into the Nature and 
Contents of Scripture RevdJation, as 
compared with other Forms of Truth. 
Demy 8va Cloth, price zar. 

HORNER (The Misses). 
Walks in Florence. A New 
and thoroughly Revised Edirion. 3 
vols, crown 8vo. Cloth limp. With 
Illustrations. 

Vol. I.— Churches, Streets, and 
Palaces. lox. 6d. Vol. II.— JPublic 
Galleries and Museums. 5;. 

HOWARD (Mary M.). 
Beatrice Aylmer, and other 
Tales. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

HOWARD (Rev. G. B.). 

An Old Legend of St. 
Paul's. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
\s. 6d. 

HOWELL (James). 

A Tale of the Sea, Son- 
nets, and other Poems. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 5r. 

HUGHES (Allison). 
Penelope and other Poems. 

Fcm). 8vo. Cloth, price 41. 6d. 



a Kegan Fcml ^ CcJs Publications. 



IS 



HULL (Edmund C. P.). 
The European in India. 

With a MxDiCAL Guide for Anglo- 
Indians. By R. R. S. Mair, M.D.. 
F.R.C.S.E. Third Edition, Revised 
and Corrected. Post Svo. . Qoth, 
price 6s. 

HUMPHREY (Rev. W.). 

Mr. Fitzjames Stephen and 
Cardinal Bellarmine. DemySTo. 
Sewed, price is. 

IQNOTUS. 
Culmshire Polk. A Novd. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Oowa 
8vo. Cloth, price 6f. 

INCHBOLDG. W.). 

Annus Amoris. Sonnets. 
Foolscap 8vo. Cloth, price 41. 6d, 

INGELOW (Jean). 
The Little Wonder-horn. 

A Second Series of ** Stories Told to 
a Child." With Fifteen lUustratioos. 
Small 8vo. Cloth, price 3X. 6d. 

Indian Bishoprics. By an 

Indian Churchman. Demy 8to. 6d» 

International Scientific 
Series (The). 

I. The Forms of Water in 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
Glaciers. By T. Tyndall, LL.D., 
F.R.S.With25liltistrations. Seventii 
Edition. Crown 8Ta Qoth, price^r. 

II. Physics and Politics ; or. 
Thoughts on the Application <^ the 
Principles of " Natural Selection" 
and "Inheritance" to Political So- 
ciety. By Walter Ba^ehot Fourth 
Edition. Crown 8Ta Qoth, price 41. 

III. Poods. By Edward Smith, 
M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. Wiih. nu- 
merou& Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5X. 

IV. Mind and Body: The Theo- 
ries of their Relation. By Alexander 
Bain, LL.D. With Four lUustra- 
tions. Fifth Edition. Crown 8va 
Cloth, price 4r. 

V. The Study of Sociology. 
By Herbert Spencer. Sixth Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



International Scientific 

Series (The) — continued. 

VI. On the Conservation of 
Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M.A., 
LL.D.,F.R.S. With 14 Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloch, 
price ss. 

VIL Animal Locomotion ; or, 
Walkuiff, Swimming, and Fmng. 
By J. B. Pettinew, M.D., F.R.S., 
etc. With X30 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. C^oth, price 5^. 

VIII. Responsibility in Mental 
Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 
M. D. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Qoth, price $s. 

IX. The New Chemistry. By 
Professor J. P. Owke, of the Har- 
vard University. With 31 Illustra- 
tions. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. 
C^oth, price 5^ . 

X. The Science of Law. By 

Professor Sheldcm Amos. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5/. 

XI. Animal Mechanism. A 
Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. ^ By Professor £. J. 
Marey. With 117 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. CUoth, 
price 5J. 

XII. The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. By Professor Os- 
car Schmidt (Strasburg University). 
With a6 Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price $s, 

XIII. The Histonr of the Con- 
flict betvtreen Relijrion and Sci- 
ence. By J. W. Draper, M.D., 
LL.D. Eleventh Edition. Oowu 
Svo. Cloth, price 5; . 

XIV. Fungi; their Natur^ In- 
fluences, Uses, &c. By M. C. 
Cooke, M.A., LL.D. Edited by 
tile Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., 
F.L.S. With numerous Illustratioins. 
Second Edition. Oown 8va Cleth, 
price 5^ . 

XV. The Chemical Effects •! 
Light and Photography. By Dr. 
Hermann Vogel (Polytecnnic Atap 
demy of Berlin). With loe Illaatr»- 
tions. Third and Revised Editisn* 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 
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International Scientific 
Series (The) — continued, 

XVI. The Life and Growth of 
Language. Bf William Dwight 
Whitney, Professor of Sanskrit and 
Comparative Philology in Yale Col- 
lie, New Haven. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

XVII. Money and the Mecha- 
nism of Exchange. By W. Stan- 
ley Jevons, M.A., F.R.S. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light: 
With a General Account of Physical 
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lommel, 
Professor of Physics m the Univ«r- 
nty of Erlangen. With 188 Illustra- 
tions and a table of Spectra in Ch«o- 
mo-lithography. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XIX. Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. By Monsieur Van 
Beneden, Professor of the University 
of Louvain, Correspondent of the 
Institute of France. With 83 Illus- 
trations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5; . 

XX. Fermentation. By Professor 
SchQtzenberger, Director of the 
Chemical laboratory at the Sor- 
bonne. With 28 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5X. 

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. 
By Professor Bernstein, of the Uni- 
▼ersity of Halle. With 01 Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5x. 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in 
its Relation to Music. By Pro- 
fessor Pietro Blasema, of the Royal 
University of Rome. With numerous 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum 
Analysis. By J. Norman Lockyer. 
F.R.S. With SIX photographic Il- 
lustrations of Spectra, and numerous 
engravings on wood. Crown 8vo. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price 6*. td. 

Forthcoming Volumes, 

Prof. W. KiNGDON Clifford, M.A. 
The First Principles of the Exact 
ooaices explained to the Non-ma- 



International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vols, — continued, 

W. B. Carpkntkr, LL.D., F.R.S. 
The Physical Geography of the Sea. 

Sir John Lubbo^, Bart., F.R.S. 
On Ants and Bees. 

Prof. W. T. Thisklton Dvhr, B. A, 
B. Sc. Form and Habit in Flowering 
Plants. 

Prof. Michael Foster, M.D. Pro- 
tophum and the Cell Thetury. 

H. Charlton Bastian, M.D., 
F.R.S. The Brain as an Organ of 
Mind. 

Prof. A. C. Ramsay, LL.D., F.R.S. 
Earth Sculpture: Hills, Valleys, 
Mountains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes; 
how they were Produced, and how 
they have been Destroyed. 

P. Bert (Professor of Physiology, 
Paris). Forms of Life and other 
Cosmical Conditions. 

Prof. T. H. Huxley. The Crayfish : 
an Introduction to the Study of 
Zoology. 

The Rev. A Secchi, D.J., late 
Director of the Observatory at Rome. 
The Stars. 

Prof.. T. Rosenthal, of the Univer- 
sity of Erlangen. General Physiology 
of Muscles and Nerves. 

Prof A. DE Quatrefages, Membre 
de rinstitut The Human Race. 

Vx<A. Thurston. The Steam En- 
gine. With numerous Engravings. 

Francis Galton, F.R.S. Psycho- 
metry. 

. W. JuDD, F.R.S. The Laws of 
^olcanic Acrion. 

Prof. F. N. Balfour. The Em- 
bryonic Phases of Animal Life. 

J. LuYS, Physician to the Hospice 
de la Salp^triere. The Brain and its 
Functions. With Illustrations. 

Dr.^ Carl Semper. Animals and 
their Conditions of Existence. 
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Prof. ^ WuRTZ, 
Atomic Theory. 



Atoms and the 
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International Scientific 
Series (The). 

Forthcoming Vols, — continued. 

George J. Romanes, F.L.S. Ani- 
mal Intelligence. 

Alfred W. Bennett. A Hand- 
book of Cryptofamic Botany. 

JACKSON (T. Q.). 

Modem Gothic Architec- 
ture. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

JACOB (Maj.-Gen. Sir G. Le 
Grand), K.C.S.I., C.B. 

Western India Before and 
during the Mutinies. Pictures 
drawn from life. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price ^s. 6d. 

JENKINS (E.) and RAYMOND 
(J.)f Esqs. 

A Legal Handbook for 
Architects, Builders, and Build- 
ing Owners. Second Edition Re- 
vised. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

JENKINS (Rev. R. C), M.A. 
The Privilege of Peter and 

the Claims of the Roman Church 
confronted with the Scriptures, the 
Councils, and the Testimony of the 
Popes themselves. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
price 3^. 6</. 

JENNINGS (Mrs. Vaughan). 

Rahel : Her Life and Let- 
ters. With a Portrait from the 
Painting by Daffinger. Square post 
Svo. Cloth, price 7* . 6d. 

JEVONS (W. Stanley), M.A., 
F.R.S. 

Money and the Mechanism 

of Exchange. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

VolumeXVII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

JONES (Lucy). 

Puddings and Sweets. Being 

Three Hundred and Sixty-Five 
Receipts approved by Experience. 
Crown Svo., price as. 6d. 

KAUPMANN (Rev. M.), B.A. 

Socialism : Its Nature, its 
Dangers, and its Remedies con- 
sidered. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
7X. 6d, 



KER (David). 
The Boy Slave in Bokhara. 

A Tale of Central Asia. With lUus- 
trations. Crown Svo. Cloth, price $s. 

The Wild Horseman of 
the Pampas. Illustrated. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 



KING (Alice). 
A Cluster of Lives. 

Svo. Cloth, price 7;. 6d. 



Crown 



KING (Mrs. Hamilton). 
The Disciples. A Poem. 

Third Edition, with some Notes. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7; . 6d. 

Aspromonte, and other 

Poems. Second Edition. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 4^. 6d, 

KINGSLEY (Charles), M.A. 

Letters and Memories of 
his Life. Edited by his Wife. 
With 3 Steel engraved Portraits and 
numerous Illustrations on Wood, and 
a Facsimile^ of his Handwriting. 
Eleventh Edition. 2 vols., demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 36*. 

All Saints* Day and other 
Sermons. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, 7J. td. 

Letters to Young Men on 

Betting and Gambling. Svo. sewed, 
price 7f. 6d. per 100. 

KNIGHT (A. F. C). 
Poems. Fcap 8vo. Cloth, 

price 5^. 

LACORDAIRE (Rev. Pire). 
Life : Conferences delivered 

at Toulouse. A New and Chea^ 
Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
3^ . 6d. 

Lady of Lipari (The). 

A Poem in Three Cantos. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

LAMBERT (Cowley), P.R.G.S. 

A Trip to Cashmere and 
Laddk. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. Cloth, 7;. 6d, 
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LAURIE U- S-). 
Educational CotuBe 
Secular School Books fivrloHj*. . 
The First Hindnatani 1 

Reader. ScifriiDeBwniifMr,pnce6^ I 

The Second Hindnstani ' 

Reader. ScifriiDeBwnip|ier,price6^ ! 

The Oriental (English) 
Reader. Book L, price 6d.', II., 
price j^d. ; III., price ^ ; IV., 
price IS. 

Geography of India; with 

Maps and Historical Appendix, 
tiaciiic the Growth of the British 
Empire in Hindnstan. Fc^>. Svo. 
Qoth, price is. 6d. 

LAYMAN N (Capt.). 
The Frontal Attack of 

Infantry. Translated by Colonel 
Edward Newdigate. Crown 9k>. 
Cloth, price 3S. 6d. 

L. D. 8. 

Letters from China and 
Japan. With lUnsttated Titlfroace. 
Crown Syo. Qoth, priea jx. 6m, 

LBANDER (Richard). 

Fantastic Stories. Thuos- 

lated from the German hf Pianlina 
B. Granrille. Widi Eueht foil-page 
Illustrations by M. E. raser-T]jider. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 

LEE (Rev. F. G.). D.C.L. 
The Other World; or, 

Glimpses of the Supernatural, svols. 
A New Edition. Crown 8yo. Cloth, 
price Z5X. 

LEE (Holme). 

Her Title of Honour, A 

Book for Girls. New Edition. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown Vro. Cloth, 
price 5«. 

LENOIR (J.). 

Fayoum ; or, Artists in EgvpL 
A Tour with M. G^rome and others. 
With Z3 Illustrations. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. QoCfa, 
price y. 6d, 

LEWIS (Mary A.). 

A Rat with Three Tales. 
With Four Illustrations by Catherine 
F. Frere. Cloth, price 5*. 



LOOKER (P.). 

London Lyrics. A New snd 
Edit ioo , witift Additions and 



Ooch, clegaat,^noe 6c 

Also, an Editiaa far die People. 
Fc^k. 8to. doth, price as. 6d. 



LOCKYER a. Morman), F.R.S. 
Studies in Spectnun Ana- 

lysia; with six photognpluc iflns- 
tiations of Spectra, and muBcroos 
engrarings oo wood. Second Edi- 
tion, down 8vo. Cloth, price 6ir.6dl 
VoL XXIII. of the Inteniatiooal 
Scientific 



LOMMEL (Dr. B.). 
The Nature of Lif^ht : With 

a General Aocomtt of Physical Opdcs. 
Second Edition. With x88 Ilfaistia- 
tioos and a Table of Spectra in 
Chromo-lithograpfay. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8^0. doth, pcice 5*. 
Volume XVIIL of The Intenia- 
tiooal Scientific 



LORIMER (Peter), D.D. 

John Knox and the Chuxch 

of En||riand: HisWorkiaherPolpit, 
and his Influence upon her litmiKy, 
Articles, and Parties. Demy 8vo. 
Qoth, price zw. 

John WicUf and his 
English Precursors, by Gerbard 
Victor Lechler. Translated ftom. 
the German, with additional Notes, 
a vols. Demy 8vo. Qoth, price au. 

LOTHIAN (Roxburghe). 

Dante and Beatrice from 

zaSa to zago. A Romance, a vols. 
Post 8vo. Qoth, price a4X. 

LOVER (Samuel), R.H.A. 

The Life of Samuel Lover, 

R. H. A. ; Artittic, Literary, and 
Musical. With Selections fiom his 
Unpublished Papers and Cone^mn- 
dence. By Bayle Bernard, a toIs. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo. Qoth, 
price 3U. 

LUCAS (Alice). 

Translations from the 
Works of German Poets of the 
z8th and xgth Centuries. Fcap. 
8vo. Cloth, price 5^ . 
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LYONS (R. T.), Surg.-Mig. Ben- 
gal Army. 
A Treatise on Relapsing 

Fever. PostSro. Cloth, price 7X. &/. 

MACAULAY (J.), M.A., M.D., 
£din. 
The Truth about Ireland: 

Tours qS Obserratio& in 1873 and 
2875. With Remarks on Irish Public 
Questions. Being a Second Edition 
of ** Ireland in 1873,'* with a New 
and Supplementary Preface. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price y. 6d, 

MAC CLINTOCK (L.). 
Sir Spangle and tne Dingy 
Hen. Illustrated. Square crown 
8vo.* price 2f. 6d. 

MAC DONALD (G.). 
Malcolm. With Portrait of 
the Author engraved on Steel. Fourth 
Edition. Crown tro. Price 6*. 

The Marquis of Lossie. 

Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

St. George and St. Michael. 

Crown 8vo. Qoth, 6s. 

MAC KENNA (S. J.). 
Plucky Fellows. A Book 
for Boys. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3^. 6d. 

At School with an Old 

Dragoon. With Six Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

MACLACHLAN (A. N. C), M.A. 

William Augustus, Duke 
of Cumberland : beine a Sketch of 
his Military Life and Character, 
chiefly as exhibited in the General 
Orders of His Royal Highness, 
X745 — 1747. With Illustrations. Post 
8vo. Cloth, price iss, 

MACNAUGHT (Rev. John). 
Coena Domini: An Essay 

on the Lord's Supper, its Primi- 

tiTe Institution, Apostolic Uses, 

and Subsequ^t History. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price x^s. 

MAGNUSSON (Eirikr), M.A., 
and PALMER (B.H.), M.A. 

Johan Ludvig Runeberg's 
Lyrical Songs, Idylls and Epi- 
grams. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, pzice $s. 



MAIR (R. S.), M.D., F.R.C.S.E. 
The Medical Guide for 
Anglo-Indians. Being a Cooqwn- 
dinm of AdTice to Europeans ^ in 
India, relating to the Preservation 
sad Regulation of Health. With a 
Sarolement 00 the Managemtait of 
Quldren in India. Second Edition. 
Crown 8yo. limp doth, price ^r. 6</. 

MALDEN (H. B. and E. E.) 
Princes and Princesses. 

Illustrated. Small crown 8yo. Cloth, 
price af . 6d. 

MANNING (His Eminence Car- 
dinal). 

Essays on Religion and 
Literature. By various Writers. 
Third Series, uemj 8vo. Qoth, 
prioe xoK. 6d, 

The Independence of the 

Holy See, with an Appendix con- 
taining the Papal Allocution and a 
translation. Cr. Syo. Cloth, price ^r. 

The True Story of the 
Vatican Council. Crown 8vo. 
. Cloth, price 5J. 

MAREY (E. J.). 
Animal Mechanics. A 

Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial 
Locomotion. With 1x7 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $s. 

Volume XI. of The International 
Scientific Series. 
MARRIOTT (Mig.-Gen. W. F.), 
C.S.I. 
A Grammar of Political 

Economy. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 
MASTERMAN (J.). 

Worth Waiting for. A New 

NoYel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth; 

Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Qoth, price y. 6d, 

MAUDSLEY (Dr. H.). 

Responsibility in Mental 

Disease. Second Edition. Crown 

8vo. Qoth, price ss. 
Volume Vlll. of The International 

Scientific Series. 
MAUQHAN (W. C). 

The Alps of Arabia; or, 
Travels through Egypt, Sinai, Ara- 
bia, and the Holy Land. With Map. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. Qoth, 
price 5f . 
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if AURICB (C. B.). 

Lives of English Popular 
Leaders. No. x. — Stephen Lang- 
ton. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price -js.td. 
No. 9. — Tyler, Ball, and Old- 
castle. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

Mazzini (Joseph). 

A Memoir. By E. A. V. Two 

Photographic Portraits. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

5*. 
MEDLEY (Lieut.-Col. J. G.),R.E. 

An Autumn Tour in the 
United States and Canada. 
Crown Bvo. Cloth, price $s. 

if BREDITH (George). 
The Ordeal of Richard Fe- 
verel. A History of Father and Son. 
In one vol. with Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

MICKLETHWAITE (J. T.), 
F.S.A. 
Modem Parish Churches : 

Their Plan, Desien, and Furniture. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

MIDDLETON (The Lady). 

Ballads. Square i6mo. Cloth, 
price 3^ . 6d. 
MILLER (Edward). 
The History and Doctrines 

of Irvineism ; or^ the so-called Ca- 
tholic and Apostolic Church. 2 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 25^. 

MILLER (Robert). 
The Romance of Love. 

Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5s. 
MILNE (James). 
Tables of Exchange for the 

Conversion of Steriing Money into 
Indian and Ceylon Currency, at 
Rates from is. Sd. to^ 2s. 3a. per 
Rupee. Second Edition. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price £^ ^' 

MIVART (St. George), P.R.S. 

Contemporary Evolution : 

An Essay on some recent Social 
Chaiiees. Post 8vo. Cloth, price 

MOCKLER (E.). 
A Grammar of the Baloo- 
chee Language, as it is spoken in 
Maloan (Ancient Gedrosia), in the 
Persia-Arabic and Roman characters. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 



MOFFAT (Robert Scott). 
The Economy of Consump- 
tion ; an Omitted Chapter in Political 
Economy, with special reference to 
the Questions of Commercial Crises 
and the Policy of Trades Unions ; and 
with Reviews of the Theories of Adam 
Smith, Ricardo, J. S. Mill, Fawcett, 
&c. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price iBs. 

The Principles of a Time 

Policy : being an Exposition of a 
Method of Settling Disputes between 
Employers and labourers in re^d 
to Time and Wa^es, by a simple Pro- 
cess of Mercantile Barter, without 
recourse to Strikes or Locks-out 
Reprinted from "The Economy of 
Consumption," with a Prefiure and 
Appendix containing Observations on 
some Reviews of that book, and a Re- 
criticism of the Theories of Ricardo 
and J. S. Mill on Rent, Value, and 
Cost of Production. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3^ . 6d, 

MOLTKE (Field-Marshal Von). 
Letters from Russia. 

Translated by Robina Napier. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 
MOORE (Rev. D.), M.A. 
Christ and His Church. 

By the Author of " The Age and the 
Gospel," &c. Crown Bvo. Cloth, 
price 3X. 6ii. 

MORE (R. Jasper). 

Under the Balkans. Notes 

of a Visit to the District of Philip- 
popolis in 1876. With a Map and 
Illustrations from Photographs. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 
MORELL (J. R.). 
Euclid Simplified in Me- 
thod and LfOnguaige. Beine a 
Manual of Geometry. Compiled from 
the most important French Works, 
approved by the University of Paris 
^d the Minister of Public Instruc- 
tion. Fcap. 8vo. Clothy price ax. 6d. 

MORICE (Rev. F. D.), M.A. 
The Olympian and Pythian 
Odes of Pindar. A New Transla- 
tion in English Verse. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 7s. 6d, 

MORLBY (Susan). 
Aileen Ferrers. A NoveL 
a vols. Crown 8vo. Qoth. 

Throstlethwaite. A Novel. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 
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MORLEY (SixssLn)— continued. 
Margaret Chetw3md. A 
Novel. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

MORSE (E. S.), Ph.D. 
First Book of Zoology. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5J. 

MORSHEAD (E. D. A.) 
The Agamemnon of JEs- 
chylus. Translated into English 
verse. With an Introductory Essay. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5J. 

MOSTYN (Sydney). 
Perplexity. A Novel. 3 vols. 
Crown Svo. Cloth. 

MUSGRAVE (Anthony). 
Studies in Political Eco- 
nomy. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

My Sister Rosalind. 

A Novel. By the Author of ** Chris • 
tiana North," and " Under the 
Limes." 3 vols. Cloth. 

NAAKE (J. T.). 
Slavonic Fairy Tales. 

From Russian, Servian, Polish, and 
Bohemian Sources. With Four Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

NEWMAN (J. H.), D.D. 
Characteristics from the 
Writings of. Being Selections 
from his various Works. Arranged 
with the Author's personal approval. 
Third Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 
\* A Portrait of the Rev. Dr. J. H. 
Newman, mounted for framing, can 
be had, price 2^. 6d. 

NEW WRITER (A). 
Songs of Two Worlds. 

Third Edition. Complete in one 
volume with Portrait. Fcap. Svo. 
Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

The Epic of Hades. Fourth 

and finally revised Edition. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 
NICHOLAS (Thomas), Ph. D., 
F.G.S. 

The Pedigree of the English 
People: an Argument, Historical 
and Scientific, on the Formation and 
Growth of the Nation, tracing Race- 
admixture in Brit£unfrom the earliest 
times, with especial reference to the 
incorporation of the Celtic Abori- 

?'nes. Fifth edition. Demy Svo. 
loth, price 16s. 



NICHOLSON (Edward B.), Li- 
brarian of the London Institution. 

The Christ Child, and other 
Poems. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
4s. 6d. 

NOAKE (Major R. Compton). 
The Bivouac ; or, Martial 
Lyrist, with an Appendix — Advice to 
the Soldier. Fcap. Svo. Price 5; . 6d. 

NOBLE (J. A.). 

The Pelican Papers. 

Reminiscences and Remains of a 
Dweller in the Wilderness. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

NORMAN PEOPLE (The). 
The Norman People, and 

their Existing Descendants in the 
British Dominions and the United 
States of America. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 21J. 

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred). 
The Inner and Outer Life 
Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Northern Question (The); 

Or, Russia's Poucy in Turkey un- 
masked. Demy Svo. Sewed, pnce if . 

Notes on Cavalry Tactics, 
Organization, &c. By a Cavalry 
Officer. With Diagrams. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 12s. 

NOTREGE (John), A.M. 
The Spiritual Function of 
a Presbyter in the Church of 
England. Crown Svo. Cloth, red 
edges, price 3^ . 6d. 

Oriental Sporting Magazine 
(The). 

A Reprint of the first 5 Volumes, 
in a Volumes. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price 3&r. 

Our Increasing Military Dif- 
ficulty, and one Way of Meeting iL 
Demy Svo. Stitched, price is. 

PAGE (Capt. S. P.). 

Discipline and Drill. Cheaper 
Edition. Crown Svo. Price is. 

PALGRAVE, (W. Gifford). 

Hermann Agha ; An Eastern 
Narrative. Third and Cheai>er Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s, 
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A New 
Crown 8yo. 




PANDURANQ HARI ; 

Or, Memoirs of a Hindoo. 

WiUi an Introdnctcny PreCace \rrSm 

H. Baitle E. Frere, G.CS.I., Ca 

Crown 8to. Price 6f. 
PARKER (Joseph), D.D. 

The Paraclete : An E^ssay 

on the Personality and Ministry of 
the Holy Ghost, with some reference 
to current discussions. Second Edi- 
tion. Demy 8yo. Cloth, price zm. 

PARR (Harriet). 

Echoes of a Famous Year. 

Crown 8yo. Cloth, price Zs. 6d. 

PAUL (C. Ke£an). 
Goethe's Faust. 

Translation in Rime. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

WiUiam Godwin : His 
Friends and Contemporaries. 
With Portraits and Facsimiles of the 
Handwriting of Godwin and his 
Wife. 2 vols. Square post 8to. 
Cloth, price aSf . 

The Genius of Christianity 
U nveiled. Being Essays by William 
Godwin never before published. 
Edited, with a Preface, by C. 
Kegan Paul Crown 8Ya Uotk 
price js. td. 

PAUL (Margaret Agnes). 
Gentle and Simple : A Story. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, gilt tops, 
price iM. 

PAYNE (John). 
Songs of Life and Death. 

Crown 8vo Cloth, price 5*. 

PAYNE (Prof. J. P.). 
Lectures on Education. 

Price 6d. each. 

II. FrObel and the Kinderga rte n 

System. Second Edition. 

A Visit to German Schools : 
Elementary Schools in Ger- 
many. Notes of a Professional Tour 
to inspect some of the Kindergartens, 
Primary Schools, Public Girls 
Schools,^ and Schools for Techniod 
Instruction in Hamburgh, Berlin, 
Dresden, Weimar, Gotha, Eisenach, 
in the autumn of 1874. With Critical 
Discussions of the General Principles 
and Practice of Kindergartens and 
other Schemes of Elementary Edu- 
cation. Crown 8vo. Qoth, price 
4«. 6d, 



PBACOCKE (Georgiana). 
Ra3fs from the Southern 

Cross : Poems. Crown 8vo. With 
Sixteen Full-page Illustrations 
by the Rev. P. Widsh. Qoth el^ant, 
price ios,6€L 

PELLET AN (E.). 

The Desert Pastor, Jean 
Jarousseau. Translated from the 
Trench. By Colonel E. P. De 
L'Hoste. With a Frontispiece. New 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 
3*- 6d, 

PENNELL (H. Cholmondelcy). 
Pegasus Resaddled. By 

the Author of ** Puck on Pegasus," 
&c. &c With Ten Full-page Illus- 
trations hy^ George Du Maurier. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 4to. Cloth 
elegant, price w. 6d, 

PENRICE (M^. J.), B.A. 

A Dictionary and Glossary 

of the Ko- ran. With copious Gram- 
matical References and Explanations 
of the Text. 4to. Cloth, price ax*. 

PERCIVAL (Rev. P.). 

Tamil Proverbs, with their 
English Translation. Containing 
npwards of Six Thousand Proverbs. 
Tliinl Edition. Demy8vo. Sewed, 
price 9r. 

PESCHEL (Dr. Oscar). 

The Races of Man and 
their Geographical Distribution. 
Large crown 8va Qoth, price gs. 

PETTIGREW U. Bell), M.D.. 
P.R.8. 

Animal Locomotion ; or, 

Walking, Swimming, and Fljring. 
With 130 Illustrations. Second E£. 
tion. Crown 8to. Cloth, price 5^. 

Volume VI I. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

PFEIFFER (Emily). 

Glan Alarch: His Silence 
and Song. A Poem. Crown 8vo. 
price dr. 

Gerard's Monument and 
Other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Poems. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 68. 
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PIQGOT (J.), F.S.A., F.R.Q.S. 

Persia — Ancient and Mo- 
dem. PostSvo. Qoth, price lor. 6</. 

PLAYFAIR (Lieut.. Col.)> Her 
Britannic Majesty's Consul-General 
in Algiers. 

Travels in the Footsteps of 
Bruce in Aleeria and Tunis. 
Illustrated by facsimiles of Bruce's 
original Drawings, Photographs, 
Maps, &c. Royal 4to. Cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt leares, price 

POOR (Henry V.). 

Money and its Laws, em- 
bracing a History of Monetary 
Theories and a History of the Cur- 
rencies of the United States. D«ny 
8vo. Cloth, price 21J. 

POUSHKIN (A. S.). 
Russian Romance. 

Translated from the Tales of Belkin, 
etc. By Mrs. J. Buchan Telfer {nie 
Mouravieff). Crown 8vo. Qoth, 
price js. 6a. 

POWER (H.). 

Our Invalids : How shall 
we Employ and Amuse Them ? 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price 2j. 6d. 

POWLETT (Lieut. N.), R.A. 

Eastern Legends and 
Stories in English Verse. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 5; . 

PRESBYTER. 
Unfoldings of Christian 

Hope. An Essay showing that the 
Doctrine contained in the Damna- 
tory Clauses of the Creed commonly 
called Athanasian is unscriptural. 
Small crown 8vo. Cloth, price 4^. 6^. 

PRICE (Prof. Bonamy). 

Currency and Banking. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6*. 

Chapters on Practical Poli- 
tical Economy. Being the Sub- 
stance of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxford. Large 
post 8vo. Cloth, price 12^. 



PROCTOR (Richard A.), B.A. 
Our Place among Infinities. 

A Series of Essays contrasting our 
little abode in space and time with 
the Infinities around us. To which 
are added Essays on "Astrology/* 
and**Thc Jewish Sabbath." 'mrd 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 

The Expanse of Heaven. 

A Series of Essa3rs on the Wonders 
of the Firmament. With a Frontis- 
piece. Third Editi<m. (>own 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6s. 

Proteus and Amadeus. A 

Correspondence. Edited by Aubrey 
DeVere. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5 j. 
PUBLIC SCHOOLBOY. 
The Volunteer, the Militia- 
man, and the Regular Soldier. 
Oewn 8vo. Cloth, price 5^. 

Punjaub (The) and North ' 

Western Frontier of India. By an 
old Punjauber. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price $5. 

RAM Games). 
The Philosophy of War. 

Small Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 
READ (Carveth). 
On the Theory of Logic : 

An Essay. Crown 8vo. Goth, 
price 6*. 

REANEY (Mrs. O. S.). 
Blessing and Blessed ; a 
Sketch of Giri Life. With a frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5J. 

Waking and Working ; or, 
from Girlhood to Womanhood. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 5*. 

Sunshine Jenny and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royai 
z6mo. Cloth, price is, 6d. 

Sunbeam Willie, and other 
Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
z6mo. Cloth, price xs, 6d. 

RHOADES (James). 
Timoleon. A Dramatic Poem. 
Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price ^r. 

RIBOT (Prof. Th.). 
English Psychology. Se- 
cond Edition. A Revised and Cor- 
rected Translation from the latest 
French Edition. Large post 8vo. 
Cloth, price 9^ . 
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RIBOT (Prof. TYi.y—coKttMued. 
Heredity : A Psychol<»;ical 
Study on its Phenomena, its Laws, 
its Causes, and its Consequences. 
Large crown 8vo. Cloth, pnce 9*. 

RINK (Chevalier Dr. Henry). 
Greenland : Its People and 

its Products. By the Chevalier 
Dr. Henrv Kink, President of the 
Greenland Board of Trade. With 
sixteen Illustrations, drawn by the 
Eskimo, and a Map. Edited by Dr. 
Robert Brown. Crown 8va Price 
xof. 6d. 
ROBERTSON (The Late Rev. 
F. W.), M.A., of Brighton. 

Notes on Genesis. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo., price 5*. 
New and Cheaper Editions : — 

The Late Rev. F. W. 
Robertson, M.A., Life and Let- 
ters of. Edited by the Rev. Stop- 
ford Brooke, M.A., Chaplain in Or- 
dinary to the Queen. 

I. 3 vols., uniform with the Ser- 
mons. With Steel Portrait. Crown 
Bvo. Cloth, price 7*. 6d. 

II. Library Edition, in Demy 8vo., 
with Two Steel Portraits. Cloth 
price 1 2 J. 

III. A Popular Edition, in x vol. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Sermons. Four Series. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. each. 
Expository Lectures on 
St. Paul's Epistles to the Co- 
rinthians. A New Edition. Small 
crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

Lectures and Addresses, 

with other literaiy remains. A New 
Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 5*. 

An Analysis of Mr. Tenny- 
son's ♦' In Mcmoriam." (Dedi- 
cated by Permission to the Poet- 
Laureate.) Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, price m. 

The Education of the 
Human Race. Translated from 
the (jennan of Gotthold Ephraim 
Lessing. Fcap. 8vo. (Hoth, price 
2t. 6d. 

Th0 above Works can also be had 
kaff -bound in morocco. 
V APortrait of the late Rev. F. W. 

obtrtson, mounted for framing, can 

I had, pnce 2s. 6d, 




ROBINSON (A. Mary P.). 
A Handful of Honey- 
suckle. Fcap. 8vo. Qoth, price 
3*. 6d. 

ROSS (Mrs. B.), (" Nelsie Brook'7. 
Daddy's Pet. A Sketch 
from Humble Life. With Six lUns- 
trations. l^yal x6mo. Qoth, price 

IS. 

RUSSELL (B. R.). 

Irving as Hamlet. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. Sewed, price 
If. 
RUSSELL (Mioor Prank S.). 

Russian Wars with Turkey, 

Past and Present. With Two Maps. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. , price 6t. 

RUTHERFORD Go*»n)- 
The Secret History of the 
Fenian Conspiracy ; its Origin, 
Objects, and Ramifications, a vols. 
Post 8vo. Cloth, price 18*. 

SADLER (S. W.), R.N. 
The African Cruiser. A 

Midshipman's Adventures on the 
West Coast. With Three Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 3f . 6d. 
SAMAROW (G.). 
For Sceptre and Crown. A 

Romance of the Present Time. 
Translated by Fanny Wormald. 2 
vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 15*. 
SAUNDERS (Katherine). 

Gideon's Rock, and other 
Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 6f. 
Joan Menyweathcr,and other 

Stories. Crown 8vo. Cloth, price d*. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

A Story 5f the Sea. Crown 8va 

Cloth, price 6*. 
SAUNDERS (John). 

Israel Mort, Overman : 

a Story of the Mine. Crown 8vo. 
Price 6s. 

Hirell. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. Cloth, price 3*. 6d. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
piece, price as. 

Abel Drake's Wife. With 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
price 3^ . 6d. 

Cheap Edition. With Frontis- 
piece, price ^s. 
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SCHELL (Maj. von). 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. Von 
Goeben. Translated by Col. C. H. 
von Wright. Four Maps. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, price 9^. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. Von 
Steinmetz. Translated by Captain 
E. O. Hollist. Demy 8vo. Cloth, 
price \os. td. 

SCHELLENDORF, (Maj.-Gen. 
B. von). 

The Duties of the General 

Staff. Translated from the German 
by Lieutenant Hare. Vol. I. Demy 
8vo. Cloth, Tos. td, 

SCHERFF (Maj. W. von). 

Studies in the New In- 
fantry Tactics. Parts I. and II. 
Translated from the German by 
Colonel Lumley GrahauL Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price ^5. td. 

SCHMIDT (Prof. Oscar). 

The Doctrine of Descent 
and Darwinism. With 26 Illus- 
trations. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price m. 

Volume XII. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SCHUTZENBERGER(Prof.F.). 

Fermentation. With Nu- 
merous Illustrations. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5^ . 

Volume XX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

SCOTT (Patrick). 

The Dream and the Deed, 

and other Poems. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, 
price sj. 

SCOTT (W. T.). 
Antiquities of an Essex 
Parish ; or, Pages from the History 
of Great Dunmow. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5^. Sewed, 4*. 

SCOTT (Robert H.). 
Weather Charts and Storm 
Warnings. Illustrated. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 3*. td. 

Seeking his Fortune, and 
other Stories. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3;. 6^. 



SENIOR (N. W.). 
Alexis De Tocqueville. 

Correspondence and Conversaticxis 
with Nassau W. Senior, from 1S33 
to 1S59. Edited by M. C. M. Simp- 
son. 2 vols. Large post Svo. Cloth, 
price 2if . 

Journals Kept in France 
and Italy. From 184S to 185a. 
With a Sketch of the Revolution <^ 
1848. Edited by his Daughter, M. 
C. M. Simpson. 2 vols. Post Svo. 
Cloth, price 24;. 

Seven Autumn^ Leaves from 

Fairyland. Illustrated with Nine 
Etchings. Square crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3^. dd. 

SEYD (Ernest), P.S.S. 

The Fall in the Price of 
Silver. Its Causes, its Consequen- 
ces, and their Possible Avoidance, 
with Special Reference to India. 
Demy Svo. Sewed, price 2J. td, 

SHADWELL (Maj.-Gen.), C.B. 

Mountain Warfare. Illus- 
trated by the Campaign of 1799^ in 
Switzerland. Being a Translation 
of the Swiss Narrative compiled from 
the Works of the Archduke Charles, 

Domini, and others. Also of Notes 
y General H. Dufour on the Cam- 
paign of the Valtelline in 1635. With 
Appendix, Maps, and Introductory 
Remarks. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 
I dr. 

SHAW (Flora L.). 

Castle Blair : a Story of 
Youthful Lives. 2 vols, crown Svo. 
Cloth, price xis. Also, an edition 
in I vol. crown Svo. 6*. 

SHELLEY (Lady). 

Shelley Memorials from 
Authentic Sources. With (now 
first printed) an Essay on Christian- 
ity by Percy Bjrsshe Shelley. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5;. 

SHERMAN (Gen. W. T.). 

Memoirs of General W. 
T. Sherman, Commander of the 
Federal Forces in the American Civil 
War. By Himself. 2 vols. With 
Map. Demy Svo Cloth, price a^r. 
Copyright English Edition. 
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TAYLOR (Rev. J. W. A.), M.A. 
Poems. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 

price 5^ . 

TAYLOR (Sir H.). 

Works Complete. Author's 
Edition, in 5 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price 6*. each. 

Vols. I. to III. containing the 
Poetical Works, Vols. IV. and V. 
the Prose Works. 

TAYLOR (Col. Meadows), C.S.I., 
Ba.R.I.A. 

A Noble Queen : a Romance 
of Indian History. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo. Cloth. 

Seeta. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth. 

The Confessions of a Thug. 

Crown 8vo. Cloth, price (a. 

Tara : a Mahratta Tale. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6*. 

TELPER(T. Buchan), F.R.Q.S., 
Commander R.N. 

The Crimea and Trans- 
Caucasia. With numerous Illus- 
trations and Maps.^ 2 vols. Medium 
Svo. Second Edition. Cloth, price 
36*. 
TENNYSON (Alfred). 

The Imperial Library Edi- 
tion. Complete in 7 vols. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price ;^3 13X. dd. ; in Rox- 
burgh binding, £^ js. 6d. 

Author's Edition. Complete 
in 6 Volumes. Post Svo. Cloth gilt ; 
or half-morocco, Roxburgh style : — 

Vol. I. Early Poems, and 
English Idylls. Price 6s. ; Rox- 
burgh, -js. 6a. 

Vol. II. Locksley Hall, 
Lucretius, and other Poems. 
Price 6s. ; Roxburgh, 7^ . 6d. 

Vol. III. The Idylls of 

the Kine {Complete). Price 7*. 6d.\ 
Roxburgh, gj. 

Vol. IV. The Princess, 

and Maud. Price dr.; Roxburgh, 
^s. 6d. 

Vol. V. Enoch Arden, 
and In Memoriam. Price dr. ; 
Roxburgh, ^s. 6d. 



TENNYSON (Alfredy-coHtmwd. 
Vol. VI. Dramas. Price 7^,; 

Roxburgh, &s. 6d. 

Cabinet Edition. 12 vol- 
umes. Each with Frontispiece. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price u. 6a. each. 

Cabinet Edition. 12 vols. Com- 
plete in handsome Ornamental Case. 
32*. 

Pocket Volume Edition. 

z^ vols. In neat case, 36^. Ditto, 
ditto. Extra cloth gilt, in case, 42*. 

The Guinea Edition of the 

Poetical and Dramatic Works, com- 
plete in 12 volumes, neatly bound 
and enclosed in box. Cloth, price 
2U. French morocco, price 3 if. 6d. 

The Shilling Edition of the 

Poetical and Dramatic Works, in X2 
vols. , pocket size. Price if. each. 

The Crown Edition. Com- 
plete in I volume, strongly bound in 
cloth, price 6^. Cloth, extra gilt 
leaves, price 7^. 6d. Roxburgh, 
half morocco, price S; . 6d. 

%* Can also be had in a variety 
of other bindings. 

Original Editions : 

Poems. Small Svo. Cloth, 
price dr. 

Maud, and other Poems. 
Small Svo. Cloth, price 3^. 6d. 

The Princess. Small Svo. 

Cloth, price 3X. 6d. 

Idylls of the King. Small 

Svo. Cloth, price 5;. 

Idylls of the King. Com- 
plete. Small Svo. Cloth, price 6s, 

The Holy Grail, and other 

Poems. Small Svo. Cloth, price 
4r. %d. 

Oareth and L3mette. Small 

Svo. Cloth, price 3; . 

Enoch Arden, &c. Small 
Sva Cloth, price 31. 6d. 

In Memoriam. Small Sva 

Cloth, price 4^. 
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TENNYSON {AXired)— continued. 

Queen Mary. A Drama. 
New Edition. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 
|>rice 6s. 

Harold. A Drama. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Selections from Tenny- 
son's Works. Super royal z6mo. 
Cloth, price 3*. 6d, Cloth gilt extra, 
price 4J. 

Songs from Tennyson's 

Works. Super royal i6mo. Cloth 
extra, price y. 6d. 

Also a cheap edition. i6mo. 
Qoth, price zs. 6d. 

Idylls of the King, and 

other Poems. Illustrated by Julia 
Margaret Cameron. 2 vols. Folio 
Half-bound morocco, cloth sides, 
price £6 6s. each. 

Tennyson for the Young and 

for Recitation. Specially arranged. 
Fcap. 8vo. Price if. 6d. 

Tennyson Birthday Book. 

Edited by Emily Shakespear. samo. 
Cloth limp, 2s. ; cloth extra, 3; . 

THOMAS (Moy). 
A Fight for Life. With 

Frontispiece. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3^. 6d. 

THOMPSON (Alice C). 

Preludes. A Vokime of 
Poems. Illustrated by Elizabeth 
Thompson (Painter of "The Roll 
Cadi "). Svo. Cloth, price 7^ . 6d. 

THOMPSON (Rev. A. S.). 

Home Words for Wan- 
derers. A Volume of Sermons. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

Thoughts in Verse. 

Small Crown Svo. Cloth, price ix. 6d. 

THRINQ (Rev. Godfrey), B.A. 
Hjrmns and Sacred Lyrics. 

Fcap. Svo. Cloth, price 5*. 

TODD (Herbert), M.A. 

Arvan ; or, The Story of the 
Sword. A Poem. Crown Svo. Qoth, 
price 7^. 6d. 



TODHUNTER (Dr. J.) 
Laurella ; and other Poems. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 6^ . 6d, 

TRAHERNE (Mrs. A.). 

The Romantic Annals of 
a Naval Family. A New and 
Cheaper ^ Edition. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

TREMENHEERE (Lieut.-Oen. 
C. W.) 

Missions in India : the 
System of Education in Government 
and Mission Schools contrasted. 
Demy Svo. Sewed, price 2s. 

TURNER (Rev. C. Tennyson). 

Sonnets, L3rrics, and Trans- 
lations. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 
4^. 6d. 

TYNDALLGohn),L.L.D.,F.R.S. 

The Forms of Water in 
Clouds and Rivers, Ice and 
and Glaciers. With Twenty-five 
Illustrations. Seventh Edition. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5^. 

Volume I. of llie International 
Scientific Series. 

VAMBERY (Prof. A.). 

Bokhara: Its History and 
Conquest. Second Edition. Demy 
Svo. Cloth, price iZs. 

VAN BENEDEN (Mons.). 
Animal Parasites and 
Messmates. With S3 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cloth, price sf. 

Volume XIX. of The International 
Scientific Series. 

VINCENT (Capt. C. E. H.). 
Elementary Military 
Geography. Reconnoitring, 

and Sketching^. Compiled tor 
Non - Commissioned Officers and 
Soldiers of all Arms. Sauare 
crown Svo. Cloth, price ». 6d. 

VOGEL (Dr. Hermanxi). 
The Chemical effects of 
Light and Photography, in their 
application to Art, Science, and 
Industry. The translation thoroughly 
revised. Widi 100 Illustrations, in- 
cluding some beautiful si)ecimens of 
Photography. Third Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price $s. 

Volume XV. of The International 
Scientific Series. 
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A List of 



VYNBR (Lady Mary). 
Every day a Portion. 

Adapted from the Bible and the 
Prayer Book, for the Private Devo- 
tions of those living in Widowhood. 
Collected and edited by Lady Marv 
Vyner. Square crown 8vo. Cloth 
extra, price 5; . 

WARTENSLEBEN (Count H. 
von). 

The Operations of the 
South Army in January and 
Februai^, 1871. Compiled from 
the Official War Doctmients of the 
Head-quarters of the Southern Army. 
Translated by Colonel C. H. von 
Wrieht. With Maps. Demy 8vo. 
Qom, price dr. 

The Operations of the 
First Army under Gen. von 
Manteuffel. Translated by Colonel 
C H. von Wright. Uniform with 
the above. Demy 8vo. Cloth, price 
9*. 

WATERFIELD, W. 

Hymns for Holy Days and 
Seasons. 32mo. Cloth, price xs. 6d. 

WAY (A.), M.A. 

The Odes of Horace Liter- 
ally Translated in Metre. Fcap. 
Svo. Cloth, price 2f. 

WELLS (Capt. John C), R.N. 

Spitzhergen — The Gate- 
way to the Polynia ; or, A Voys«e 
to Spitzbergen. With numerous Il- 
lustrations by Whymper and others, 
and Map. New and Cheaper Edi- 
tion. Demy Svo. Cloth, price 6s. 

WETMORE(W. S.). 
Commercial Telegraphic 

Code. Second Edition. Post 4to. 
Boards, price 42s. 

WHITAKER (Florence). 

Christy's Inheritance. A 

London Story. Illustrated. Royal 
i6mo. Cloth, price is. 6d. 

WHITE (A. D.), LL.D. 

Warfare of Science. With 

Prefatory Note by Professor Tyndall. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 3J. 6d. 



WHITE (Capt F. B. P.). 

The Substantive Seniority 
Army List— Majors and Cap- 
tains. Svo. Sewed, price 2s. 6d, 

WHITNEY (Prof. W. D.) 
The Life and Growth of 

Language. Second Edition. Crown 
Svo. Cloth, price 5^. Copyright 
Edition. 

Volume XVI. of Tke International 
Scientific Series. 

Essentials of English 
Grammar for the Use of Schools. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 3^. 6d. 

WHITTLE (J. L.), A.M. 

Catholicism and the Vati- 
can. With a Narrative of the Old 
Catholic Congress at Munich. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 4r. 6d. 

WICKHAM (Capt. E. H., R.A.) 

Influence of Firearms upon 
Tactics : Historical and Critical 
Investigations. By an Officbr op 
Superior Rank (in the German 
Army). Translated by Captain E. 
H. Wickham, R.A. Demy Svo. 
Cloth, price 7^. 6d. 

WILBERFORCE (H. W.). 

The Church and the Em- 
pires. Historical Periods. Pre- 
ceded by a Memoir of the Author 
by John Henry Newman, D.D. of 
the Oratory. With Portrait. Post 
Svo. Cloth, price xof. 6d. 

WILKINSON (T. L.). 
Short Lectures on the Land 

Laivs. Delivered before the Work- 
ing Men's College. Crown Svo. 
Lmip Cloth, price 2s. 

WILLIAMS (A. Lukyn). 

Famines in India; their 

Causes and Possible Prevention. 
The Essay for the Le Bas Prize, XS75. 
Demy Svo. Cloth, price $s. 
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WILLIAMS (Charles), one of the 
Special Correspondents attachad to 
the Staff of Ghazi Ahmed Mouktar 
Pasha. 

The Armenian Campaign : 

Diary of the Campai^ of 1877 in 
Armenia and Koordistan. With 
Two Special Maps. Large post 8vo. 
Cloth, price loj. td. 

WILLIAMS (Rowland), D.D. 

Life and Letters of, with Ex- 
tracts from his Note-Books. Edited 
by Mrs. Rowland Williams. "With 
a Photographic Portrait. 2 vols. 
Large post 8vo. Cloth, price 24*. 

Psalms, Litanies, Coun- 
sels and Collects for Devout 
Persons. Edited by his Widow. 
New and Popular Edition. Crown 
8vo. Cloth, price 3^ . td. 

WILLIS (R., M.D.) 

Servetus and Calvin : a 

Study of an Important Epoch in the 
Early History of the Reformation. 
Svo. Cloth, price idr. 

WILLOUGHBY (The Hon. 
Mrs.). 

On the North Wind — 
Thistledown. A Volume of Poems. 
Elegantly bound. Small crown 8vo. 
Cloth, price ^s. 6d. 

WILSON (H. Schatz). 
Studies and Romances. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7^ . td. 

WILSON (Lieut. -Col. C. T.). 

James the Second and the 
Duke of Benvick. Demy 8vo. 
Cloth, price i2f. 6d. 

WINTERBOTHAM (Rev. R.), 
M.A., B.Sc. 

Sermons and Expositions. 

Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7J. 6d. 

WOINOVITS (Capt. I.). 
Austrian Cavalry Exercise. 

Translated by Captain W. S. Cooke. 
Crown Svo. Cloth, price 7*. 



WOOD (C. P.). 
A Yachting Cruise in the 

South Seas. With Six Photo- 
graphic Illustrations. Demy Svo. 
Cl(^, price 7f . 6d. 

WRIGHT (Rev. David), M.A. 

Waiting for the Light, and 

other Sermons. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 6s. 

WYLD(R. S.), F.R.S.E. 

The Physics and the Philo- 
sophy of the Senses ; or. The 

Mental and the Physical in their 
Mutual Relation. Illustrated by 
several Plates. Demy Svo. Cloth, 
price 16s. 



YONGE (C. D.). 

History of the 
Revolution of 1688. 
Cloth, price 6s. 



English 

Crown Svo. 



YOU MANS (Eliza A.). 

An Essay on the Culture 
of the Observing Pov^ers of 
Children, especially in connection 
with the Study of Botany. Edited, 
with Notes and a Supplement, by 
Joseph Payne, F. C. P., Author of 
" Lectures on the Science and Art of 
Education," &c. Crown Svo. Cloth, 
price 2S. 6d. 

First Book of Botany. 

Designed to Cultivate the Obser\'ing 
Powers of Children. With 300 En- 
gravings. New and Enlarged Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5s. 

YOU MANS (Edward L.), M.D^ 
A Class Book of Chemistry, 

on the Basis of the New System. 
With 200 Illustrations. Crown Svo. 
Cloth, price 5f . 

ZIMMERN (H.). 
Stories in Precious Stones. 

With Six Illustrations. Third Edi- 
tion. Crown Svo. Cloth, price 5s. 
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THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. 



/nty zr. Ot?. 



y# ^f'/fU'r/.y F^,i^:c, i Ji ird rr James aj^o^ 

Vols. I and 2 <Price 14s- each; and VoL 3 * .*w* *^ 
tain Contributions bjr the foUowic^ 'Wzxters 



iCai^x H«mA£» A'f^r. 
Mr« Artsrv AnyJA. 

Mr, VA'Jipa Bo-wn.%^, 

Mr. TufMttSA BrsLtMry, M,P, 

Mr. lrA%M A- l5virr:r.|j. 

Vrt/K'-M/r i'fzfjt'^K voo fcua%«a> 

lUv. J->r. Ov>T3fe Percy Bsuf ger. 

lUrv. CanMJ hurry. 

jMr. H. Charlt/jn Bauian. 

Trof':^*>fjr ClifiTord- 

I>r. Carpenter. 

Pr</teM»>e/r 0>lvjn. 

Mr. r>rant Duff, M.P. 

Mr, Kdwau-d Dicey. 

lUv. k. W. Dale. 

Mr. J. A. Frcmde. 

Mr. Archibald Forbes. 

Rt. Hon, W. E. Gladstone, M.P. 

DUlK/p <^ Glouceftter and Bristol. 

Mr. W. R. Greg. 

Profe«»or Huxley. 

Mr. Frederick Harrison. 

Mr. George Jacob Holyoake. 

Mr. k. H. Hutton. 

Mr. Henry Irving. 

Sir John Lubbock, M.P. 

Cardinal Manning. 
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Ktnr. Ma>r;-a MarCiT 

PnSix^ He=ry Msr^. 

H5* H-lzbDCM ir.dbat PasJn 

Pr/cia.'^ Heriry M:«cy- 

Mr. A- H. Mackroochie. 

Rl. Hoe. Lyon Playiair, M.P. 

31r- Gecrge Potter. 

Vtscoczit Stzatf::«c de Redcline 

Professor Crcom Robertson. 

Rev. J. Guir^ss Rogers. 

Profe&scr Ruskin. 

Mr. W. R. S, RaJstoa. 

The Very Rev. the Dean of St. Paul's. 

Lord Selbome. 

Sir James Fitzjames Stephen. 

Rt. Hem. James Stansfeld, M.P. 

Mr. James Spedding. 

Professor Godwin Smith. 

Professor Tyndall. 

Mr. Tennyson. 

Sir Julius VogeL 

Dr. Ward. 

Major Gen. Sir Garnet Wolseley. 

The Very Rev. the Dean of Westmin- 
ster. 

The Right Rev. Chas. Wordsworth, 
Bishop of St. Andrew's. 

Mr. Frederick Wedmore. 

Sir Thomas Watson. 
&c. &c. 
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